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32 4 Right n . 
Joann Lord SoMMERS, 


| Lord Preſident of Her MAY EST I' 
moſt Honourable Privy-Councll. . 


May it pleaſe your Lordſbip, | HS | 
s S it's an Eftabliſh'd Cuſtom in theſe lat- 
der Ages, for all Writers, particularly - * 
. the Poetical, to ſhelter their Produc- 
T tions under the Protection of the moſt 
9 Diſtinguiſh'd, whoſe S pro- 
duces a kind of Inſpiration, much ſuperior to that 
which the hꝛarheniſb Poets pretended to derive from 
their fictitious Apollo: So it was my Ambition to 
Addreſs one of my weak Performances to Your 
Lordſhip, who, by univerſal Conſent, are juſtly al- 
low'd to be the beſt Judge of all kinds of Writing. 
I was indeed at firſt deterr'd from my Deſign, by 
2 Thought that ir might be accounted unpardonable 4 
Rudeneſs to obtrude a Trifle of this nature to a 


Perſon, whoſe ſublime Wiſdom moderates that 4 
Council, which, at this critical Juncture, over- rules 


the Fate of all Europe. But then 1 was encoura- 


8 8 


4 


4 - 
* 
. 


of their important Affairs, thought the-Peruſal and 


* 


4 


oe - 1 Apiſile Dearatory....... 


& 


_ ged by reflecting, chat Lelias and Scipio, the two = 
3 Men in their Time, among the Romans, 


th for Political and Militzry Virtues, in the height 


Improving of Terences Comedies the nobleſt way of 


unbending their Minds. I own I were guilty of tbe 


— 


And here, my Lord, the | 
me to engage in a Panegyrick upon thoſe natural 


hizheſt Vanity, ſhould I preſume to put my Com- 


poſures in Parallel with thoſe of that celebrated 
Dramatiſt ; but then again, I hope that Your Lord- 


{ſhip's native Goodneſs and Generoſity, in Conde- 
ſcenſion to the Taſte. of the beſt and faireſt part of 


the Town, who have been pleas'd to be diverted b 


the following SCENEs, will excuſe and overloo 
ſuch Faults as your nicer Judgment might diſcern. 
8 eems fair for 
and acquired Abilities, which ſo 1 85 y adorn 
Your Perſon: But I ſhall reſiſt that Temptation, 
being conſcious of the Inequality of a Female Pen 


do ſo Maſculine an Attempt; and having no other 


My Lord, . „ 
Tour Lordo ss 
| Moſt Humble and 


© Moſt Obedient Servant, 


SET SUSANNA CEN TLIVRE. 


4 5 


— 


* 


| If with ſuch Scenes an Au 


They'll figh, and fiitch a Gown, 4 paſs the Ti 7me 3 


An 


© | 


PROLOGUE 


* the Author r of Tunbridge: Walks 


729. ee) Hi SR" id o i 6 ee — 
The Author could not prope [ly bis Fate : N | 
tence * been Ar d, 

The Poet muſt bave really been inſpir d. 
But theſe, alas! are melancholly 3 | 
For modern Propbets, 2 or modern "op Tho 


„ 


Tet fince dy my > L 47” Saf Fools o n. | | 


And Women are of As —— 3 

To Men of Senſe 2 4 anew, 

And tell you wondrous things that will prove true 8 
Undaunted Colonels will to Camps repair, | 4 


Aſſur d, there'll be no Skirmiſhes this Vear; 


On aur own Terms vill flow the wiſh'd-for Prace, 
All Wars, except 'twixe Man and Wife, will ceaſe. 1 
The Grand Monarch may wifh bis Son g Trenne, +5 
But hardly will advance to loſe bis ewn. - _ 
This Seaſon moſt things bear a ſmiling Face J 
But Play'rs in Summer have a diſmal Caſ qc, ” 
Since your Appearance only is our AF of Grace. WEED 
Court-L adies quill to. Country * be gane. „ 
My Lord can't all the Year live & 7 in Town; . 3 
* wanting Opera's, Baſſet, and a Play, | 8 


Cay City-Wives at Tunbridge will. appRhr, | * N CD | 


| Wheſe Husbands long bave labour'd for an Heir ; 3 


Where many a Courtier may their Wants relieve, *' . | 


But by the Waters only they NE: 


The Fleet ſtreet Seit = 


aft of Temple Sparks, | 3 | 
That runs * Nec tc Wis for - Morney's Cle: 3 
At Cupid's Gardens will ber Hours ale, l 1 i 
Sing g fair Dorinda, and drin Bott!'d Ale. TY Js 

1 Aſſemblies Rakes are up and don, OE, 8 


rd Gameſters, aubere they think they are not FLEA 


Shau'd I denounce our Author's Fate to-day, © 


D ery down Prophecies, you'd damn the Play: 


Tet Whims like theſe have ſometimes made you laugh, „ 3 
*"Trs Tattling all, like Iſaac Bickerſtaff. „ "vs 1 
Since War od Places claim the Bards that wonite, ä 


Be hind, and bear a Veman's Treat abs 


Let ” as Indulgence all ber Fears alla 8 
none but Women-Haters damn thi is n. | | = 
A 4 : Dra- 


7 


bm Perſons 


„NE N. 
Sir Gee 0 A Gentleman of Four . 
ker a Year, in Love wich is nat | 
An 1 


Sir Francis Gripe, nn fo Miranda 
and Marplot, Father to Bu in Lore Mr. Eſet: 
with Miranda. 
Charles, Friend to Sir Geo 4n Love 
with 1/abinda. 15 Pk ith. 
Sir Fealous Traffick, A Merchant that had) 
liv'd ſome time in Spain, great Admi- 
rer of the Spanifo Cartons! Father to 
-T/abinga. 


te . Bulbet 


. Marplit, A ſort of 2 Fellow, Cow- 
-, ardly, but very Inquiſitive to know Res 
every Body's Buſineſs, generally ſpoils 5 Pr. 8 : 
>; Sigg undertakes, vet mne ET 
Whiſper, Servant to cher. 1 Mr. Bull, jun, 
| , | F 
W O M E N. 1 
Miranda, An Heixeſs, worth Thirty Thou-Y © 45 
ſand Pounds, really in Love with Sir ( Mrs Cr of. th 
Care. but pretends to be ſo with her C Ye Y, 
Guardian Sir Francis. & 2 8 an 
Jabinda, Daughter to Sir Fealous, in) bo th. h 
Love with Charles, but  defign'd forf 10 
a Spaniſh Merchant by her Father, > Mrs. Rogers. jr? 
and kept up from Sy Sight of all en 
> Men. 8 by 
* Patch, Her Wis. A Mrs. Saunders. Ge 


Scentavell, Woman to Miranda. „Mn. MA. © 81 


3 


J. 


Fo 


BUSIE BODY. 


THE 


* 


ACT J. 5CENE The Park. 
dir George Airy meeting 5” | 


| | = A! Sir George Air A-Birding thus 
early! What abladen Game rous'd 
you ſo ſoon ? For no lawful Occaſion 
cou'd invite a Perſon of your Figure 
abroad at ſuch unfaſhionable Hours. 
Sir Geo. There are ſome Men, Charles, 
whom Fo ortune has left free from Inquietudes, who are di- 
ligently ſtudious to find out Ways and Means to make 
themſelves uneaſy. ' 
Cha. Is it oible that any thing in Nature can ruffle 
the Temper of a Man, whom the four Seaſons of the 
Year compliment with as many thouſand n. nay's. 
and a F va a at reſt with his Anceſtors ? ; 
Sir Geo. Why there tis now a Man that waits Money 
thinks none can be unhappy that has it; but my Affairs 


are in ſuch 2 ical Poſture, that it will require a Cal- 3 . 


culation of my.N NN to find if my Gold will relieve me... 


or not. 
Cha. Ha, ha, he. wives conſult the Stars about that's 7 


Gold has a Power beyond them; Gold unlocks the Mid- 


night Councils; Gold outdoes the Wind, becalms tlie 
r. or fills her Sails; Gold is omnipotent below; it 
makes 


As 


25 


+. 


„ - The. Bvs1 E B 0 D v. 
malces Whole Armies fight, or fly ; > it buys even Souls 
and bribes the Wretches to betray their Country: Then 
what can thy Buſineſs be, that Gold won't ſerve thee i in? 
Sir Ge. Why, I'm in Love. 9 8 5 | 
Ca. In Love! x By te: "in Love, Ha, 

| ha, ha, with what, prithee ? a Cherubim i „ | 
Sir Geo. No, with a Woman. 
| . 5 A Woman, Good, Ha, ha, ha, and Gold not help 

FR OR age 

Sir Geo. But ſup ppoſe em in Love with two— 
Gba. Ay, if thou'rt in Love with twWo hundred, Gold 

will fetch em, ia thee, Boy. But who are they? 


who are they? come. 
Sir Geo. One is a Lady whoſe Face I never faw, but 


witty as an Angel ; the other beautiful as Venus 


Il Cha. And a Fool | 
| A Sir Ges. For aught I know, „for T never ſpoke to her, 


but you can inform me; I am charm'd by the. Wit of 
one, and die for the Beauty of the other? 
| - Cha. And pray, which are you in queſt of now ? - 
ZgBir Geo. I 12 the ſenſual Pleaſure, Pm for her I've 
= ben. who is thy Father's Ward, Miranda. 
Cha. Nay, then I pity you; for the Jew my Father 
will no more part with her and 30000 Pounds, than he 
wow d with a Guinea to keep me from ſtarving. 
Sir Geo. Now you ſee Gold can't do every thing, 
Charles. - 
(ba. Yes, for tis her Gold dae bars my F ather's Gate 
I apainſ „ 
Sir Geo. Why, if he is this avaricious Wretch, how 
cam'ft thou by ſuch a liberal Education? 
| "Che. Not a Souſe out of his Pocket, I aſſure you: I 
had an Uncle who defray'd that Charge, but for ſome 
Aattle- Wildneſſes of Youth, tho' he made me his Heir, 
ben Dad my Guardian, dil E came to Years of Diſcretion, 
3 / which I preſume the old Gentleman will never think I 
am; and now he has got the Eſtate into his Clutches, it. 
does me no more good than if it * in W N 3 


* 2 * > we - WL 
: "ED . - : ” * 6 0 : 


— 


2 
* a a * 


he Bus1z Bop Y. BE: 
A Sir Geo: What, can'ſt thou- find no Stratagem. to re. 
eem it? | 
Cuba. I baye made many Eſſays to no purpoſe : cho | 
Want, the Miſtreſs of Inyention, ſtill tempts me on, yet 
ſtill the old Fox is too cunning for me I am upon my 
laſt Project, which if it fails, then for my laſt * 
brown Muſquet. we” | 
| Sir Geo. What is't 2. can I aſſiſt hee? 1 
Cha. Not yet; when youcan, I have Confidence enough 
in you to ask it. | 
Sir Geo. I am al s ready, bunt bat does he intend to | 
do with Miranda Is ſhe to be ſold in private? Or will 
he put her up by way 45 Auction, at who bids moſt? If 
ſo, 'Egad, I'm for him; my Gold, as you ſay, ſhall be 
ſubſervient to my Pleaſure. 
Cha. To deal ingenuoufly with You, Sir Ge, oy 
know very little of her,. or Home ; for fincemy ops, 
Death, and my Return from Travel, I have never been 
well with my Father; he thinks my Expences t too great, 
and I his Allowance too little; he never ſees me, but be 
quarrels ; and to avoid that, I ſhun his -Houſe as much 


© 8 _ a poſiible. The Report is, he intends to ary her 
| himſelf, | | 
K Sir Geo. Can the conſent to it ? FR | 
8 Cuba. Yes, faith, fo they fay ; but I tell you, I am 
; ' Wholly ignorant of the matter. Miranda and I are like 
? . {WH - . two violent Members of a contrary Party; I can ſcarce: ® 
3 allow her Beauty, tho all the World does ; nor ſhe me 
Civility, for that Contempt: I fancy ſhe plays the Mo- 


i ther-in-law already, and ſets the old Gentleman on to do 
; miſchief. | | 

Sir Geo. Then P've your free Conſent to get her. 

Cha. Ay, and my helping, hand, if occaſion be. 

Sir Geo. Pugh, Yonder! 84 F ool coming this way, let's 
avoid him. 5 
Cba. What Ma plot 2 no, no, he's my Tnſtrument; 3: 
there's a thouſand. veniencies in him, he'll: lend me 
his Money. when he has any, run of my Errands, and 
de proud ot! in . he'll pimp for. me, lye: 1 | 


.W3 


3 Edd. td 


4 


e BV 1E B o 5 T. 
1 do any thing but Sight for me, and that I 


truſt to my own. Arm for. 


Sir-Geo. Nay then he's to be endur d; I never knew 


His Qualifications before. . 
Enter Marplot with a Patch o bis Face. 


Marpl. Dear Charles, yours Ha ! Sir George Ay, 
| the Man in the World, I have an Ambition to be known 


LS J Give me thy Hand, dear Boy 
Aſſurance l But hark- ye, how came uu 

beantifal ountenance clouded in the wrong place ? / 

Marpl. J muſt confeſs tis a little eue e but no 
matter for that; a Word with you, Charles :'Prithee, in- 
troduce me to Sir George he is a Man of Wit, and 
Id · give ten Guineas to 

Cha. When you have em, you mean. 

Marpl. Ay, when T have em, pugh, Fox you cut the 
Thread of my Diſcourſe I wou d give ten Guineas, I 


fay, to be rank d in his Acquaintance: Well, tis a vaſt 


Addition to a Man's Fortune, according to the Rout of the 
World, to be ſeen in the Company of leading Men; for 
then we are all thought to be Politicians; or Whigs, or 
Jacks, or *High-Flyers, or Low- Flyers, or Levellers 

and ſo forth; for you muſt Know, we all herd 1 in Parties. 
ROW. 1 
1 6 25 Then 2a Fool for Diverſion f 18 out of faſhion, f 

d . 7 
Marpi. ves, without it be a mimicking Fool, and they 


are darli — 5 every where; but — introduce me. 
| ell, on condition you N we us a true Account 


Cha. 
How you come by that mourning Noſe, 1 will . 

Marpl. I'll do it. | 

Cha. Sir George, here's a Gentleman has a e 
Deſire to kiſs your Hand. | 
Sir Geo. Oh, I honour Men of the Sword; and I pre- 
fame this Gentleman is lately come- from Spain or Portu- 
gal—————by his Scars. 

Marpl. No 7 Sir George, mine {| from civil 


Fury: ern laſt Night into the Groom - Porter: 


2 — — With a 


a 


N 1 | 


| 9 AS Charles knows: as | TEL | * 
22 North-Briton, and bra my Face for 0 22 ; 


; George, I have the Honour to be careſs'd 
reigning Toaſts of the Town, TI tell em you are the 
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of a, fort of kind of a Milk-Sop. as Than 
Pox of the Dice, he flung I <2 my Pockets — 7 


 ficiency. 
Sir Geo. Ha! hart and-63d anon: you draw 2. Eg 
Marpl. Draw, Sir, why, I did — lay my Hand upon 
my Sword to make a ſwift Retreat, and he roar'd out, 
Now the Deel a ma Sol, = Weep Oe Iſe 


* mine through yer "win jon! 


Sir Gee. Ha, ha, ha! 


— 
— * 8 * ) 


Ws 


4 
* 
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Cba. ia, h ha, l fuſs was the Word, fo you a walled 


of, J ſuppole. 
Mary). Yes, for I avoid fighting, purely to! be ſervice- 
able to my Friends, you knows- 
Sir Geo. Your Friends are much obliged to vou, Sir, 1 
hope you'll rank me in that Number. 


Marpl. Sir George, a Bow from the Side-Box; or to be 


ſeen in your Chariot, binds me ever yours. | 
5 A Trifles, von may command 'em when you 
P "Ba | 


Cha. Provided he may command yon — 
Mel why I live for no ocher parpo urpoſe Sir 
* 


inet. Gentleman 
Sir Geo. No, no, prithee < let me alone to tell che Ladies 


Marpl. With the Aſſurance of a Page, and the bee 
of a Stateſman. 

Sir Ba. You know Miranda 
Marpl. What, my Siſter Ward ? Why, her Guardian is 


mine, we are Fellow-Sufferers: Ah ! he is a covetous, 


cheating, ſanctify d Curmudgeon ; that Sir Francis Gripe 
is a damn'd old: 
Cha. I ſuppoſe, Friend, you forget that he is 5 mp Fa- 


— — 
NMarpl. Lack your pardon, Charles 3 bx i for your 


moſt of the 


1 
i 


= \ 


my Parts. can youconvey a Letter upon occaſion, 1 
or deliver a Meſſage with an Air of Buſineſs, Ha | 


1 ſake 1 hate him. Well, I ſay, 


Rog 
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The . Boy v. 


the Werld is 8 


in him, his Out- ſide Piety es him every Man's Exe- 


* — ;- and his Inſide . — makes him every Heir's 
1 2 Egad, Charles, I'm balf perſuaded that thou' rt 


ſome Ward too, and never of his getting: For thou art 
as honeſt a Debauchee as ever cuckolded Man of Cr 


: | lig. 


Sir Gto. A eaſant Fellow. - 
- - Cha. The Dog is diverting ſometimes, « or there wou'd 
be - enduring his Impertinence : He is preſſing to a 


| oy'd, and willing to execute, but ſome ill Fate 
; — all he undertakes, and he oftner ſpoils an 


Marpl. If miſcarry,” tis none of my fault, I follow 

my Inſtructions. 

ba. Yes, witneſs the Merchant's Wife. 

Marpl. Piſh, Pox, that was an Accident. 

Sir Gro. What was it, prithee?—_ 
Cha.Why you muſt know, I had lent a certain Merchant 
my hunting Horſes, and was to have met his Wife in 
his | Abſence : Sending him alone with my Groom to 
_ the Compliment, and to deliver a Letter to the 
at the ſame time; what does he do, but gives the 

Haden the Letter, and offers her the Horſes. 

Marpl. I remember you was even with me, for you de- 

nyd the Letter to be yours, and ſwore I had a _ 
on her, which my Bones paid for.. 

Cha. Come, Sir a, let's walk round, ir you are 
not en g d, for I have ſent my Man upon a little earneſt 
"Buſineſs, and 1 have order d him to bring me the Anſwer 
into the Park. 

Marpl. Buſineſs, and 1 not know it! Egad Il watch 
him. 

Sir Geo. I muſt beg your pardon, chorus, Jam to meet 
your Father. — 5 1 

Cha. My Father f 

Sir Geo. Ay ! and about the oddeſt Bar chaps you 

z but III not impart till I know the Succeſs, 
. What _ Bufineſs be with. Sir * ? 


W 


a 4 


— 
- 
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Now would 1 give all the World to know it ; why the 
Devil ſhould not one know every Man's Concern ! 1/72 | 
Cha. Proſperity to't whate'er it be, I have private Af- 
fairs too; over a Bottle we'll compare Notes. 
Marpl. Charles knows I love a Glaſs as well as any 
Man, TIl make one; ſhall it be to-night ? ? Ad: I long to 
know their Secrets. 8 
Enter Whiſper. | 175 
' Whifd Sir, Sir, Mrs. Patch ſays Waben Hass Fa- 
ther has quite ſpoil'd the Plot, and ſhe can't meet you 
in the Par 4 but 1 infallibly will go out this Afternoon, 
the ſays; but I muſt ſtep again to know the Hour. 
Marpl. What did Whiſper ſay now? I ſhall go ſtark mad, 
if Pm not let into this Secret. . | 
Cha. Curſt Misfortune, come along with me, my 
feels Pleaſure at her Name. Sir George, yours; WEN 
meet at the old Place the uſual Hour. 
Sir Geo. A J think I.ſee Sir Francis yonder E xit. 
Cba. Marplot, you muft excuſe me, I am enga _ 
Marpl. 1 Egad Pll engage my Li Tl 
what your Engagement is. IL. 
Miran. [Coming out of a Chairs] Let the Chair Wait: 


ö My Servant that dodg'd Sir George, ſaid he was in che 


Park. 


% 


Enter Patch. 


. Ha! Miſs Patch alone ! Did not you tell me you had 
eontriy'd a way to bring 1/abinda to the Park? 
Patch. Oh, Madam, your Ladyſhip can't imagine what 
a wretched Diſappointment we have met with: Juſt as 
I had fetch'd a Suit of my Clothes for a Diſguiſe, comes 
my old Maſter into his Cloſet, which is right W her 
Chamber-Door; this ftruck us into a terrible Fright— 
At 0 J put on a grave Face, and ask d him if he was 


at leiſure for his Chocolate, in hopes to draw him out of 


his Hole; but he ſnap'd my Noſe off; no, I ſhall. be 
buſy here theſe two eo. At which, my poor Miſtreſs 
ſeeing no way of Eſcape, ordered me to wait on vo 


2 with the * elatian. 


2 


SE a 
| Miran. U | Unhappy: J Jabinda Was ever any thing "fo 


— ite 
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EO 1 * 
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0 as the Humour of 155 Jenlaute Traf 
„ Oh, Madam, 3 PU 8 bs vb fo long i in Spain ; he ; 


| you het ht half his Eſtate, but he'll be a Parliament- 


3 rpoſex@abring in a Bill for Women to wear 
the other odious Spaniſs Cuſtaoms He 


5 on it is the height of — to have a Woman 
l {een bare- facd even at Church, and ſcarce believes there's 


a true begotten Child in the City. 
Aran. Ha, ha, ha, how the old Fool torments him- 


{elf ! Suppoſe he could introduce his rigid Rule 


does he think we could not match them in Contrivance ? 
No, no, let the Tyrant Man make what Laws he will, 
if there's a Woman under the Government, I warrant 


He finds a way to break! em: 1s his Mind ſet upon the 


Spaniard for his Son- in-law fill >? _ 
Patch: Ry, and he expects him by the next Fleet, 


wick drives his Daughter to Melancholy and Deſpair : 


But, Madam, I find you retain the ſame gay, cheerful 
Spirit you had, when I waited'on your Ladyfhip.— My 


1 4 is mi -bty goad-himour'd too: and I have Gund a a 


e Sir Fealaſſe believe I am wholly in his 
— when k my real Deſign is to ſerve her; he makes. 
me her Jaylor, and I. ſet her at liberty. 

Miran. I knew thy 3 Brain wou' d be of ſingu- 
lar Service to her, or I had not parted with thee to her 


Patch. But, Madam, the Report is, that you are going 
to marry your'G 

Miran. It is neceflary ſuch a Report ſhould be, Patch. 
© Patch. But is it true, Madam? F 
- Miran. That's not abſolutely neceſſary. | 
Patch. I thought it was only the old train, coaxing 
bim ſtill for your own, and railing at all the young Fel- 
lows about Town: In my mind, now, vou are as ill 


Ee e ame * A my mY is with 


** 


| F ather. 


Aran, 


n 19> 


— 


— No, I have Liberty, Wench, that ſhe wants ; 
what would the give now to be in this Diabille, in the 


low ſhe likes; for that's my Caſe, I aſſure you. 

Patch. As for that, M „ ſhe's s even with on for 
tho ſhe can't. come abroad, we have a way to bring him 
home in ſpight of old Argus. _. 

Miran. Now, Patch, your Opinion of my Choice, for 
here he comes Hal my Guardian with him: 
can be the meaning of this? Pm ſure Sir . — 
know me in n . obſerve em. 


Enter Sir Francis Gripe, and bir a * 5 


Sir Bros. Verily, Sir. George, thou wilt repent throw- 
ing _— *C 5 hel ſo; for I * thee ſincerely, Mi- 
randa, harge, does not love _ F 3 
are all eg and ſeldom make in Bey 
ber Sadneſs ſhe cannot abide 'em. 4 

Miran. [Peeping.] In ſober Sadneſs you are miſtaken 
e can this mean? | 
Sir Geo. Look ye, Sir Francis, badet ſhe can or can- 


es. not abide young Fellows, is not the Buſineſs ; will vou 


take the fifty Guineas? 


2 Sir Fran. In good meer eee, will not, for I knew thy 
er Father, he was a he ary Man, and I cannot con- . 
5 ſent that his Son ſhoul ſquander uander away what he fav'd to 


£ no purpoſe. 
Miran, [ Peeping.) Now in the Name of Wonder, 


5 what Bargain can he be driving about me for fifty 


Guineas? 3 
Patch. I wiſh it ben't for the firſt Night s Lodging, 
Madam. | 


Gratis, 
Miran. te ]1 The F avour ! (ON my Life, I believe 
'tis as ae ſaid, Patch. 8 | 


———open Air, nay more, in purſuit of the Yeung Fel- 


Sir Geo. Well, Sir b Gnce you are ſo conſcien 
tious for my Father' 8 ſake, then permit me the Favour 


Sir ; 
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ho- Miranda and 
: «George, Ha, ha, ha, take the Fa Sound of your Guineas, 


be BUSIE BODY. | 
Sir Fran. No verily, if thou doſt not buy thy Expe- 
| rene, hou wltnever be wiſe 3; ; therefore give me a Hun- 


gt fame CO. 525 
1 5 he les aroſe, 1 find, from tha! ſcanty 
AO LEONE me lee — a hundred Guineas— 
[ Tates em out a Purſe, and chinks em. ] Ha! they have a 
very pretty Sound, and a very pleaſing Look. But chen, 
Miranda But if ſhe ſhould be cruel 

Miran. [Peeping] 'As Ten to One I fhall—— 

Sir Fran. Ay, do conſider on't, 932 he, he, he. 

Sir Gao. No, I'll dot. | 
Fg Do't! what, whether you will or no, Ma- 

"<a 

Sir Geo. Come to the Point, here's the Gold, ſum up 
the Condition— 

Sir Fran. [ Pulling out a'P aper 1 


Miran. [Preping. 1 Ay. 820 Heaven 8 alte 22 for 22 


; * is on the 

Sir Fran. Well, at your own Peril be it. | 

Sir Geo. Ay, ay, go on. 

Sir Fran. mprimas, you are to be 5 WEN Info; my 
\  - Houſe, in order to move your Suit to Miranda, for the 

- ſpace of ten Minutes, without Lett or RI mo 

vided T remain in the ſame Room. 


Sir Geo, But out of Ear-ſhot— — | 
Sir Fran. Well, well; I don't deſire to hear Shay 


ſay; Ha, ha, 1 as am to have that arſe 
and a Hundred Guineas. 


Sir Geo. Take it G A the Pure. 


Miran. [Preping.] So, 'tis well it”: $ no worle ; Pl bir 


both 
Sir Geo. And this Agreement i is to be performed to- 


| Sir Fran. Ay, a ay the ſooner the better. Poor Fool, 
ſhall laugh at him. Well, Sir 


Ha, ha, ha.  [Chanks em.] Exit. 


3 ran Copy} Sure he ww"? not Enos I am Mi- 


„* 
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Sir Geo. A very extraordinary Bargain I have : 
truly, if ſhe ſhould be really in love with this * | 
Cuff now Pſha, that's morally impoſlible,- 
but then what hopes have I to ſucceed, I never * to 
her 
Miran. L Pecping.] Say you o ? Then I am ſafe. 5 
Sir Geo. What tho my Tongue never — my Eves 
faid a Thouſand things, and my Hopes flatter'd, me hers 
anſwer'd em. If I'm lucky * it is but a 21 
dred Guineas thrown away. | 


[Miranda and Patch come we forvars 


| | Miro. Up MN . Sir George / IP 
Sir Geo, Ha ! my Incognito 
Madam. | 
Miran. They are the worſt things you can deal i in, 
and damage the ſooneſt; your very Breath deſtroys em, 
and I fear you U never ſee your Return, Sir George, Ha, 


ha! | 

Sir Geo. Were they more deietle than China, and 
drop'd to pieces with a Touch, every Atom of her I 
have ventur'd,at, if ſhe is but Miſtreſs of thy Wit, bal- 


lances ten tifles he! — Prithee let me ſee thy ; 
Face. 


Miran. Ty ho no means; ; that may ſpoil your Opinion of 


my Senſe 
Sir Geo. Rather confirms: it, Madam, 


| Patch. So rob the Lady of your Gallantry, Kr. 


Sir Gee. No, Child, a Diſh of Chocolate in the Morb- 
ing never ſpoils my Dinner; the other Lady, 1 deſign 4 
Set-Meal; ſo there's no a 


Miran. Matrimony ! Ha, has ha! What Crimes have 


you committed againſt the God of Love, that he ſhould 


revenge em fo ſeverely to ſtamp Husband upon yeur 


Forehead 

Sir Geo. For my Folly, in having ſo often met you, 
here, without purſuing the Laws of Nature, - and exer- 
ciſing her Command But I reſolve, e'er we part now, 
to know Who you are, where you live, and what . 


apon a Wanss, 1 


Gs directiy or indirectly, endeavour to know her "ol ſhe 


— * 
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of Fleſh and Blood your Face is 3 therefore unmask and 
dont put me to the © trouble of doing it for you. 
Miran. My Face is the ſame Fleſh and Blood with 
| bf Hand, Sir George, which if you'll be ſo rude to pro- 

vo — 
Sir Geo. You'll apply-it to my Cheek. The Ladies 
Favours are always welcome; but I muſt have that Cloud I uo 

withdrawn. Taking hold of her. J Remember you are in the his 

Pari, Child, and what a terrible thing would it be toil J 
Joſe this pretty white Hand ? 

Fi my And how will it found * — Chocolate-Houſe, 
a George Airy rudely pull a 's Mas 

when he had given 2 his — that he 3 would, 


ve him leave? 

Patch. I wiſh we were ſafe out. 

Sir Geo. But if that Lady thinks fit to purſue and meet 
rae at every turn, like — troubled 85 pirit, ſhall F be 
blam'd if I enquire into the Reality ? I would have no- 

ding diffatisfied in a Female Shape. 

iran. What ſhall I do? LPauſes. 
rey "ſpon. Ay, prithee conſider, for thou ſhalt hind me 


thy Service. | 
"Patch 2 Sir, the Lady ſhould be in n Love with 


FOR 
Sir Ge. Oh ! Tl return the Obligation in a moment, 
Patch. And marry her? 


cn Ha, ha, ha, that's not the way to love her, 


.  Miran. If hediſcovers me, wal Go e — Which 
Sir Geo, W Madam- 
Miran. I have i it Sir George, tis fit you ſhould al- 

low ſomething; if you'll excuſe my Face, and turn your 
Back (if you ook upon me, I ſhall ſink, even mask'd as 
I am) I will confeſs why I have _—_ you ſo _ 
«i * 1 am. r where lire. 


a 4 . BW My ct : 


ix 


and 


with 
pro- 


dies 
loud 
the 
e to 


uſe, 
ask, 


at Paris, [Draws back. à little whi 


that fatal 


chat turns his Back.! - 


Sit Geo. Well, to ſhew you Fin a Man of Honour, . . 
accept the Ne 
ind the Face won't be long a Secret to me. 3 5 

Patch. What mean you, Madam? | 

Miran. To get off. 

Sir- Ge, "Tis 2 ng Laos 1 "Tobey, Har 4 
upon a t you n 
his F back] Ts Madam, begin * 

Miran. Firſt then it was my unhappy y Lot to ſee you 
e and ſpeaks) at a 

your Shape and Air charm'd my 
3 Þ 
LIov'd you. [Drawing | 
when you left the Place, Grief ſeiz'd me ſo. No 
Reſt my Heart, no Sleop: my Eyes com d 1 — 


Laſt Irefoleyda Samar Baka dos 
Aid quiet Place in ee = WY 


Sir Geo. Excellent I hope ſhe's benden. | 
Well, now, Madam, to the other two Thin 
Name, and where you live I am a 
and this Confeſſion will not be loſt upon me. 3 | 
prithee don't weep, but go on tor I find! my Heart 
melts in thy beha ipeala qui > or” L, ſhall turn a- 
fort panda, ; andto do her uſtice, he ſaid 40 
e me. ¶ Tunn: J Ha! gone! The Devil, 
jilted ? Why, , Whiat a. Tale has 3 
Balls and: Birth-da Egad Pd give Ten Guineas to 
know: who this Gipſie i 15— A Curie of my Folly— I 
deſerve to loſe her: — can 8 2 a Man 


Ball upon a Birth- da 
3 your Wit — - 


— 


The Rolthand R in Tove and War, 
Ta conqaer* take the righ 


| Fand / 
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Take m Denial, and the Dames adore 75; 
Claſehy purſue them, and they fall before ye, 


The End of the Firſt AQ," 
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5 Euer Sir Francis Gripe, Miranda [a 
Sir Fran. Y "A, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 5 


Miran. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha; Oh, | 


I ſhall die with Laughing The moſt Romantick Ad- 
venture: Ha, ha! What does the odious young Fop 
mean ? A Hundred Pieces to talk an Hour with me; 


Ha, ha. 


Sir Fran. And I am to be by wo. there's the Jeſt: 
Adod, if it had been in private, I ſhould not have card 


to truſt the young D g. 5 | 
Miran. arms. Ax indeed, but you might, Gar 


Sir Fran. Pretty Rogue, pretty Rogue: and ſo thou 
ſhalt find me, if thou delt prefer thy Gardy before theſe 
Caperers of the Age; thou |ſhalt out-ſhine the Queen's 
Box on an Opera Night; thou ſhalt be the Envy of the 


Ring (for I will carry thee to Hyde-Park) and thy Equi- 


age ſhall ſurpaſs, the what d'ye call em Am- 
ors. | | | 


Miran. Nay, I am ſure the diſcreet Part of my Sex 


will envy: me more for the inſide Furniture, when you 


are in it, than my outſide Equipage 


Sir Fran. A cunning Baggage, faith thou art, and 


a wiſe one too; and to ſhew thee. thou haſt not choſe 
| 3 6 ; amiſs, 


., 8 4 
4, 
\ e, v1} /, , 
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-Now methinks there's no body handſomer than . 
you: So neat, ſo clean, fo good-humour'd and fo lo- 


U 8 N 


amiſs, I'll this moment din herit my Son, and ſettle my 


hole Eſtate upon thee.” - 
Miran. There's an old Rogue now: [ 4fide.] No, Gardy, 
J would not have your Name be ſo black in the World 


You know my Father's Will runs, that I am not to poſ- 
ſes my Eſtate without your Conſent, till Pm Five and 


Twenty; you ſhall only abate the odd Seven Years, and 

make me Mi iſtreſs of my Eſtate to-day, and PU make 
you Maſter of my Perſon to-morrow. | 
Sir Fran. Humph ? that may not be ſafe No, Char, 

Pil ſettle it upon thee for Pin- Money; and that will be 

every bit as well, thou know ſt. 7 

Miran. Unconſcionable old Wretch, bribe me with | 
my own Money— 
his Hands | 2 
Sir Fan. Well, Sr art thou thinking on, my Girl, 5 
ha? How to banter Sir George? 
Miran. I muſt not preten to banter: He knows my . 
— too well: [4 .] No, Gardy, I have thought 5 

* Will confound him more than all I cou TEN: 

d talk to him Seven Years. | 

225 Fran. How's that? ogg I'm tranſported, I'm ra- 
viſtd, Tm mad 
Miran. It wou'd make you mad, if you knew all, f 
[4 > e bros, ors one Word, but be dumb to 
e ſays 
Sir 3 Dumb, good; Ha, ha; Wt Excellent, ha, "uy Y 

I think I have you now, Sir George dumb! 2 di- 
ſtracted . Well ſhe's the wittieſt R ; 

dumb ! I can but laugh, ha, ha, to think how phy 

mad he'Il be when he finds he has given his Money a- 


way for a dumb Show. Ha, ha, ha. 


Miran. Nay, Garah, if he did but know my Thoughts 
. him, it would make him ten times madder: Ha, ha, 

a. 

Sir Fran. Ay, 8 It 1 Chargy, to hold 1 FR 
E. 2 to ſcorn to uſer him, to be dumb ! Ha, 


Enter 


Which way ſhall I ger out of 
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Sir Fren. 3 * 
Cha. My Neceſlity, Sir. lt you in 


Sir — Sir, your Neceſities —.— re 


- _ where. 


| Siv Nas, Then, Sierch, 3 rudely thruk 
that upon your Father, "which no body cl would ad- 
mit 
Cuba. Sure the Name of a Son is a ſufficient: Plea. I 
ask this Lady's Pardon if I have intruded. - 

Sir Fran. Ay, Ay, ask ber Pardon and her Blefling too, 
if you expeC any thing fron me. 

wrt I . yours, Sir Francis, in a Purſe of Gui- 
neas would be more material. Vour Sen may haue Bu- 
ſineſs with you; I'Il reti re. | 

Sir Fran I gueſt; his: Buſineſs, but ll diſpatch. bim; 
2 288 night every Minute: + You'll be in a Rea- 


— Certainly! My Fxpedation 3 is more upon the 
Wing than yours,. old Gentleman. Ta. 

Sir Fun. Well Sir! | 

Cha. Nay, it is very in, Sir ; ; my e are, 
Tm ſure. 


Sir Fan. And: what's: chat to mes Sir? Your Manage- 


mont. hew'd- have made them better. 


Cha. If you pleaſe to intruſt me with che Management 


of my Eſtate, I ſhall endeavour it, Sir. 

Sir Fran. What to ſet upon a Card, and buy a La- 
dy's Favour at the Price of a thouſand Pieces, to. rig out 
an Equipage for a Wench, or by your Careleſſneſs en- 
rich your Steward to fine for Sheriff, or put up for Par- 
hament- 


Man: 
Cba. I hope: I. hon'dinot: dit this. way: However; 
1 ask only for what my Uncle left me; yours:you may 


Sir 


diſpoſe of as Py pleaſe, Sir. 


ka. pond! e 


not much 


help thee 


-- Pond: -_- 
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Sir Fran. That I ſhall, out of your Reach, I aſſure you, 
Sir. Adod theſe young Fellows think old Men get Eftates 
for nothing -but them to ſquander away, in Dicing, 
Wenching, Drinking, Dreſſing, and ſo forth. | 
Cha. I think I was born a Gentleman, Sir ; I'm ſure 


my Uncle bred me like one. 


Sir Fran. From which you wou'd infer, iv; that 
Gaming, Whoring, and the Pox, are Requiſites to a 


Gentleman. k 


Cha. Monſtrous ! when I wou'd ask him only for a 
Support, he falls into theſe unmannerly Reproaches; I 


| muſt, tho' againſt my Will, employ Invention, and by 


Stratagem relieve myſelf. 321. 
Sir Fran. Sirrah, what is it you mutter Sirrah, ha? 
[ Holds up his Cane. ] I ſay you ſhan't have a Groat out 
of m ds *till I pleaſe 
pleaſe, and what's that to you? | 

Cha. Nay, to be robb'd or have®ne's Throat cut, is 


Sir Fran. What's that, Sirrah ? wou'd ye rob me, or 
cut my Throat, ye Rogue? | 

Cha. Heaven forbid, Sir, I ſaid no ſuch thing. 

Sir Fran. Mercy on me ! What a Plague it is to 
have a Son of One and Twenty, who wants to el- 
bow one out of one's Life, to edge himſelf into the 


Eftate ! 5 ; 


. S 34 5 Enter Marplot. 4 i Ne #4 
Marpl. Egad he's here I was afraid I had loſt 
him: His Secret cou'd not be with his Father, his Wants 


are publick there Guardian,. your Servant Charles, 


I know by that ſorrowful Countenance of thine, the old 
Man's Fiſt is as cloſe as his ſtrong Box — But PM 


A 


Sir Fran. So: Here's another extravagant Coxcomb, 


that will ſpend his Fortune before he comes to't ; but 


he ſhall pay ſwinging Intereſt, and ſo let the Fool go on 


Well, what! does Neceſſity bring you too, Sir ? 


Manpl. You have hit it, Guardian want a Hundred 
B | 1 


and may be Þ'll never 
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Sir Fran. 3 1 | 

Marpl. Po'gh for a hundred Things : I can't for wy 

| Life tell you for what. 

Cha. Sir, I ſuppoſe I have received all the Anſwer I 
am like to have, 


arp Oh, the Devil, if he gets out before me, I ſhall 


" Joſe him again. 


Sir Fran. Ay, Sir, and you may be marching: as ſoon as 
you pleaſe I muſt ſee a Change in your Temper 
3 | " "R 

Marpl. Pray, Sir, diſpat me; the Money Sir, I 
in mighty haſte. f 


ty 
Sir Fran. Fool, take 3 and 80 to the Caſhier; I ſhan't | 


be long plagu'd with thee. = [Grves him a Note. 
Marpl. Devil take the Cafhier, I ſhall certainly have 
Charles * before I come back again. [ Runs out. 
Cha. Well, Sir, I take my Leave But remember, 
you expoſe an only Sen to all the Miſeries of wretched 
overty, which too often lays the Plan for Scenes of 
Miſchief. 
Sir Fran. Stay Charles, I have a ſudden Thought come 
into my Head, may prove to thy Advantage. 
Cha. Ha, does he relent? 


Sir Fran. My Lady Wrinkle, worth Forty Thouſand 


Pounds, fets up for a handſome 2 7 Husband ; ſne 
rais'd thee Yother day; tho' the 
Ix Guineas for a. fight of her, I can introduce thee 

_— TS 
My Lady Wrinkle, Sir! why ſhe has but one 


Sir Fran. Then the ſee but half your Rinteniragance, 
Cha. Condemn me to ſuch a Piece of Deformity ! 
| Toochleſs, Dirty, Wry-neck d, Hunch-back'd Hag. 
Furs Fran. Hunch-backed ſo much the better, then 
he has a Reft for her Misfortunes; for thou wilt load 
her ſwingingly. Now I warrant you think, this is no 
Oder of a Fathers; . Pounds is N 
* you. | 2 
a. 


makers can get . 


— * 
- 
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. Cha Yes, Sir, I think it is too much; a young Beau- 
tiful Woman with half the Money wou'd be more agree- 
able. I thank you, Sir; but you choſe better for your- 
ſelf, 55 find. 3 ; - 5 E 
Sir Fran. ol my Doors, you *r 
meddle with my Marriage, Sirrah ! - s 5 
Cuba. Sir, I obey : But in 
- Sir Fran. Bat me no Buts——Be gone, Sir: Dare to 
ak me for Money again—Refuſe Forty thouſand Pound ! 1 
Out of my Doors, 1 ſay, without Reply. 
0] (Exit. Cha. 


| Enter a F 
| Serv. One Sir George Airy enquires for you, Sir. 
. Enter Marplot Ran · 


Marpl. Ha! ! gone l Is Charles gone, Guendion 
Sir Fran. Ves; and I deſire your wiſe Worſhip to 
1 Egad, I ſhall run, I tell 2 
M. | d, run, I tell you 
Ah, Po of the Caſhier for detaining me fo long, where 
the Devil ſhall I find him now ? I ſhall certainly loſe 
this Secret. Exit haftily. 
Sir Fran. What is the F hos diſtrated ?——Defire Sir 
George to walk up Now for a Trial of Skill that 
will * me hap 777 , and him a Fool: * 
th mind he looks ike an Aſs already. 


| Enter Sir George, 
Sir Fran. Well, Sir George, Do ye hold i in che ame ff 


Mind ? Or wou'd you capitulate ? Ha, ha, ha: Look 
here are the Guineas. [Chinks tbem.] Ha, ha, ha. 


Sir Geo. Not if they were twice the Sum, Sir Francis: 
Therefore be brief, call in the Lady, and take your Poſt- 
if he's a Woman, and not ſeduc'd by Witchcraſt to this 


old Rogue, III make his Heart ake ; for if ſhe has but 


one Grain of Inclination about her, I'l vary a el 


_ ps ans: 1288 [dfide. 
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ee Miranda. 


55 — Agreed Miranda. There Sir . try 


Four Fortune: [Takes out his Watch. 


Sir Geo. So from the Eaſtern Chambers breaks the Sun, : 
Diſpels the Clouds, and gilds the Vales below. 


[Salutes her. 


Sir Fran. Hold, Sir, Kiſſing was not in our A gree- 
ment. 
Sir Geo. Oh ! that's by way of Prologue: — Prithee, 


old Mammon, to thy Poſt. 
Sir Fran. Well, young Timon, tis now Four exactly ; 
one Hour, remember, is your utmoſt Limit, not a Mi- 
nute more. | Retires to the bottom of the Stage. 


Sir Geo. 8 1 e. you'll excuſe or blame my 
Love, the Author of this raſh Proceedin depends upon 
your Pleaſure, as alſo the Life of your Admirer; your 
iparkling Eyes ſpeak a Heart ſuſceptible of Love; your - 
Viewciry a Soul too delicate to admit the Embraces of le- 


cay'd 3 
Miran. | Afide.} Oh I that I durſt ſpeak 


| - 'Sir-Geo. Shake off this Tyrant eee e 8 ede aſſume 


yourl rſelf, and daſh his bold aſpirin the Deity of 
Deſires, is Avarice; a 2 9 and ought 
to be baniſh'd by the Queen of — See, Madam, a 


faithful Servant kneels, and begs to be admitted in the 


Number of your Slaves. 
[Miranda wes him ho Hand to raiſe him. 


Sir Fran. I wiſh I cow hear what he ſays now. [Run- 
r %. wp. Hold, hold, hold, no Palming, that's contrary 


> — * 'Sdeath, Sir, keep your Diſtance, or TI wrice 


another Article in your Guts. | 
| I [Lays his "REY to his Sur. 


Sir Fran. {Going back: JA bleahianioded: Fellow |-—— 


Sir Ges. Not anſwer me perhaps ſhe thinks my Ad- 


dreſs too grave: I'll be more free Can you be io un- 
conſcionable, Madam, to let me ſay all theſe ſine things 


ws ——_— without one —_ — in Return ? | 
0 | | View 


Pine „ 
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View me well, am I not a proper handſome Fellow, 
| ha? Can you prefer that old, dry, wither'd ſapleſs Log 
of Sixty Five, to the vigorous gay, ſprightly. Love of 
Twenty Four? With inoring - only he'll awake thee, 
but I with raviſhing Delight wou'd make thy - Senſes 
dance in Conſort with the joyful Minutes. Ha! Not 
yet? Sure ſne is dumb———— Thus would I ſteal and 
touch thy beauteous Hand, [Takes hold of her Hand,] 
till by degrees I reach'd thy ſnowy Breaſts, then raviſh 
Kiſſes thus. | [Embraces her in the Ecflaſy. © 
Miran. [Struggles and flings from him.) O Heavens! 1 
ſhall not be able to contain myſelf.  - | [4fide. 7 
Sir Fran. [Running up with his Watch in his Hand.] 
Sure ſhe did not ſpeak to him There's Three Quar- 
ters of the Hour gone, Sir Georg Adod, I dont 


like thoſe cloſe Conferences ——— 


Sir Geo. More Interruptions—— you will have it, Sir. 
| SIX [ Lays his Hand to his Sword. 
Sir Fan. [Going back.) No, no, you ſhan't have her 


neither. rt, I 
Sir Geo. Dumb ſtill Sure this old Dog has en- 
join'd her Silence; I'll try another way—— I muſt con- 
clude, Madam, that in compliance to your Guardian's 
Humour, you refuſe to anſwer e r the In- 


juſtice of his Injunction. This ſingle Hour coſt me a 
hundred Pound and would you anſwer me, I could 
purchaſe the Twenty Four ſo: However, Madam, you 

muſt give me leave to make the beſt Interpretation I 
can for my Money, and take the Indication of your Si- 

lence for the ſecret Liking of my Perſon: Therefore, 

Madam, I will inſtruct you how to keep you Word 

inviolate to Sir Francis, and yet anſwer me to every _ 

Queſtion : As for Example, when I ask any thing to- 

Which you would reply in the Affirmative, gently nod 

our Head—— thus ; and when in the Negative, thus ; 

[Shakes his Head.) and in the Doubtful, a tender Sigh, 

thus. CCC i 


Miran. How every Action charms — 
fit him for Signs, I . un. r 112 IH [djs 


WD. 


— 
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Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, ha, poor Sir George, Ha, ha, 
EE as orb io oe > r 


Sir Geo. Was it by his Deſire that you are dumb, Ma- 
0 oo ion 
Miran. | Nods.} 25 | 1 e tea 
Sir Geo. Very well ! ſhe's tractable, I ſind And 
is it poſſible that you can love him? Miraculous ! [Mi- 
ran. zods.)} Pardon the Bluntneſs of my Queſtions, for 

my Time is ſhort; may I not hope to ſupplant him in 
your Eſteem ? \Miran. g.] Good, the anſwers me as 
1 could wiſn— You'll not conſent to marry him 
then ? [ Miran. Ag.] How ! doubtful in that Un- 
done again —Humph ! but that may proceed from 
' his Power to keep her out of her Eſtate till Twenty 
Five; IT try that. Come Madam, I cannot 
think you heſitate on this Affair out of any Motive but 
* Fortune Let him keep it till thoſe few 
Vears are expired; make me happy with your Perſon, 
let him enjoy your Wealth———— [ Miran. holds up her 
Hands. ] Why, what Sign is that now ? Nay, nay, Ma- 
dam, except you obſerve my Leſſon, I can't underſtand 
Sir Fran. What à Vengeance, are they talking Dy 
Signs ad I may be fool'd here; what do you mean, 8 
George ? : n *** 
Sir Geo. To cut your Throat if you dare mutter ano- 9 
ther Syllable. ] LT RH” 15 
Sir Fran. Od ! I wiſh he were fairly out of my Houſe. | 
Sir Geo. Pray, Madam, will you anſwer me to the | 
Purpoſe ? [Miran. ſhakes her Head, and points to Sir 
Francis. What! does ſhe mean ſhe won't anſwer me 
to the r a or is ſhe afraid yon old Cuff ſhowd 
underſtand her Signs ?— Ay, it muſt be that; I per- 
ceive, Madam, you are too apprehenſive of the Promiſe 
you have made to follow my Rules; therefore I'll ſup- 
poſe your. Mind, and anſwer for you Firſt, for 
myſelf, Madam, that I am in Love with you is an 
infallible Truth. Now for you : [Turns on her frae.} 
Indeed, Sir, and may I believe it-———_—s * | 
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Madam, as that tis Day. light, or that I die if you 
ſiſt in Silence Bleſs me with the Muſick of your 
Voice, and raiſe my Spirits to their A 
Thus low let me intreat ; cer Lm oblig d to quit a: 

Place, grant me ſome Token of a — — R * 
tion to my Hopes alive. Ae baftily, turns on 
her ſide.] Riſe, Sir, and ſince my Guardian's Preſence 
will not allow me Privilege of Tongue, read that,” and 
_ reſt aſſured you are not indifferent to me. [Offers her @ 
Letter.) Ha ! right Woman But no U frikes it der] 
matter, I'll go on. 

Sir Fran. Ha! what's that a Letter—Ha, ha, ha, thou 
art baulk d. 

Miran. The beſt Aſſurance T ever ſaw [Afde. 


per Heaven: 


Sir Geo. Ha ! a Letter ! Oh ! let me kifs it with the - 


fame | Raptures that I would do the dear Hand that 
touch'd it. [Opens it.] Now for a quick Fancy, and a 
long Extempore———W hat's here? [Reags.] Dear Sir 
46 — this Virgin Muſe J conſecrate to you, which 
«« when it has receiv'd the Addition of your Voice, 'twill } 
« charm me into a Deſire of Liberty to love, 3 9 
e you, and only y 3 Angel ! Oh you i 
port me 7 the . your 
Command; God of Love has ſet the Verſe already 
the flowing Numbers dance into a Tune, and I'm in- 
ſpir d with a Voice to ſing it. 
Miran. Tm ſure chou art inſpire with Impudence | 
cough. | 
Sir Geo. [Sings] | 5 


=” Great Zing infline. fas 1 3 
Say I admire him. 

Give ae the Lover 
That can diſcover © 
Secret Devotion 

. From felent Motion; 

Den don't betray me, 
* In convey me. 


1 
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Sir Geo. [Taking hold of Miranda, ] With all my heart, 
this Moment let's retire. [Sir Francis coming up hafttly. 
Sir Fran. The Hour is expir'd, Sir, and you muſt ſts 
your leave. There, my Girl, there's the Hundred 
Pounds, which thou haſt won; go, Pll be with you 
8 preſently, Ha, ha, ha, ha. LEæit Miranda. 
Sir Geo. Ads-heart, Madam, you won't e me Jaſk 
in the Nick, will you? 
- Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, ſhe has nick'd you, Sir George, 
T think, Ha, ha, ha ! Have ye any more Hundred Pounds 
to throw away upon Courtſhip, Ha, ha, ha. | 
Sir Geo. He, he, he, he, a Curſe of your fleering Jeſts 
Yet, however ill I ſucceeded, I'll venture the 
fame Wa er, ſhe does not value thee a ſpoonful of Snuff 
ay more, though you enjoin'd her Silence to 
— U never make her ſpeak to the ure with 
7 pp, 
Sir Fran. 2 ha, ha, Ln _ a, 5 thee thou oe 
repent th oney ? not - e hated yo el- 
_ Ha, ha, ha. N ery 
Sir Geo. And I'm politive ſhe's not in Love with Age. 
| Sir Fran. Ha, ha, no matter for that, Ha, ha, ſhe's 
5 2 _ with your Youth, nor your | Rhetorick to boot, 
a, ha. 
Sir Geo. Whate' er * Reaſons are for diſliking of 
me, I n certain the cam deu with nothing 


Sir Fran. Ha, * ha; how he ſwells- with 88 
Poor Man, _ Man Ha, ha; I muſt beg your 
e we Sir George ; Miranda will be i 1mpatient to have 

er ſhare of Mirth : Verily we ſhall laugh at thee moſt 
egregriouſſy; Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. With all my heart, F Mi I ſhall _ 
in my turn too For if you dare marry her, old 
Belzebab, you would be cu NE. _ ſt egregioully 
Remember that and tremble- 


She that to. Age her beautrour Self r If reſigns, 
_ Shews witty a ax claſe Defegne. 5 
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_. +. They if thou' rt grac d avith fair Miranda", s Bed, 
Actæon's * _ means Jy” crown 1 Head. 


. Sit ir Fran. Haha ha. he is mad. 

* Theſe fluttering Fops imagine they can * 
Turn, and decoy to l Woman-kind: © 
But here's a Prof of Wiſdom in my Charge, 


Old Men are Conſtant, Young Men live at large © 


= 7 Hy Hand can Bills at Sight defray, 
e that lavi * is, has 0 to pay. 
© Yo tis (Exit. 


| SCENE Wee to Sir Jealous Traffick Hoe. | 


Enter Sir Jealous, Iabinda, Patch an 


Sir Feal. What in the Balcony again, notwithſtandin ng 


my poſitive Commands to the contrary . Why dont 
you write a Bill upon your Forehead, to ſhow Paſlengers 


there's ſomethin i to be lett 
Tab. What arm can there be in a little freſh Airs 
= Z | 


banifh your "aſte, an hoo ts of Fle 


feed upon 
| Roots, and quench 525 Thirſt with Water. 


Lues. That ani = cloſe Room wou Guy crayons |; 


me die of the Vapours 
Sir Ja: No, Miſtreſs, 'tis your hig high-fed luſty, ram- 

| ding" 18 Ladies that are troubled with he 
Vapours ; tis your Ratifia, Perſico, Cinnamon, Citron, 


and Spirit of Clary, cauſe ſuch Swi---m---ing in the 


Brain, that carries many a Guinea full-tide to the Do- 

cor. But you are not to be bred this way; no Gal- 

loping abroad, no receiving Viſits at home; for in our 

Men. Country, the Women are as dangerous as the 
en 


cent to be eagle Balcony——— But ſhe threatnod to 
| B 5 ſlap 


de. 


Sir Feel, Is your Condtation ſo * Miſtreſs, that ie | 
wants cooling, "ha ? op ply the virtuous Span Rules, 2? 


' Patch. So I told her, Sir; and that, it was not a 


N * l I FEY * 2 1 9 = 
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ſlap my Chaps, and told me, I was her Servant, not her 
Governeſs. - OS 1 1 | 
Sir Fea/. Did ſhe ſo ? But I'll make her to know that 

yon are her Duenna: Oh that incomparable Cuſtom of 
Spain! Why here's no depending upon old Women in 
my Country——— for they are as wanton at Eighty, as 
a Girl of Eighteen ; and a Man may as ſafely truſt to 
Agill's Tranflation, as to his. great Grandmother's not 
marrying again. _ E 
Jab. Or to the Spaniſh Ladies Veils and Duennas, for 
the ſafeguard of their Honour. 5 

Sir Feal. Dare to ridicule the cautious Conduct of 
that wiſe Nation, and III have you lock'd up this Fort- 
night without a Peep- hole. | 
Ib. If we had but the ghoſtly Helps in Eaglana, 
which they have in Spain, I might deceive you if you 
did. Sir, tis not the Reſtraint, but the innate 
Principles, ſecures the Reputation and Honour of our 

Sex Let me tell you, Sir, Confinement ſharpens 

e Invention, as Want of Sight ſtrengthens the other 
_ Senſes, and is often more pernicious, the Recrea- 
tion innocent Liberty allows. + + 
Sir Feel. Say you ſo, Miſtreſs z who the Devil taught 
you the Art of by OY We I aflure you, they muſt 
have a greater Faith than I pretend to, that can think 
any Woman innocent who requires Liberty. Therefore, 
Patch, to your Charge I give her; lock her up till I 
come back from- Change: I ſhall have ſome ſauntring 
Coxcomb; with nothing but a Red Coat and a Feather, 
think by leaping into her Arms, to leap into my Eftate 
Bat I'll prevent them; ſhe mall be only Signior 


|  . Patch, Really, Sir, I with you wou'd employ any body 
 -—elſe in this Affair; I lead a Life like a Dog, with obey- 40 
ing your Commands. Come, Madam, will you pleaſe to it 
be lock'd up? | pe | 


ab. Ay, to enjoy more Freedom than he is aware of. 3 
rr eee © 


Sir 
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Sir Feal. I believe this Wench is very true to my In- 

tereſt : I am happy I met with her, if I can but keep my 

Daughter from oo blown upon till Signior Babinetis 


arrives : who ſhall marry her as ſoon as he comes, and 
ect jab to Spain as ſoon as he has man ſhe 


| 1 8 and I'd no more have her an Eng/;/ 
Wie the Grand Signior's Miſtreſs. | [Exer. 
Enter Whiſper. | 


Whip. So, I ſaw Sir Fealous go out 3 $ wy ſhall I find 
Mrs. Patch now ? 
E ater Patch. | 


"= Oh Mr. ii pe. my Lady ſaw you out at the | 
Window, and order'd me to id you fly, and let your 
Maſter know ſhe's now alone. | 
Whiſp. Huſh, ſpeak ſoftly ; I go, I go: But hark ye, 
. Mrs. atch, ſhall not you and I we à little Confabula- 
tion, when my Maſter and your Lady are engag'd? 7 
' Patch. Ay, ay, F. 3 [Goes in and /buts the Door. 


Re-enter Sir Jealous Traffick, meeting Whiſper. 


Sir Feal. Sure whilſt I was talking with Mr. Trade- 
avel, T heard my Door clap. {Seeing Whiſper. ] Ha! a 
014 ARE ez who 8 25 n 


Whifp. Letter or e 5 Sir! 

Sir al. Ay, Letter or Meſſage, Sir. 5 
Whiſp. No, not I, Sir. | 
Sir Zeal. Sirrah, Sirrah, I'Il have you ſetin the WER f 
af ou don't tell me your Bubnefs immediately. 
: . Nay, Sir, my Buſineſs is no great matter 
of B es W and ye tis Buſineſs of 78 


too. : 
Sir 
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Sir Feal. Sirrah, don't trifle with . 
hip. Trifle, Sir! have you found him, Sir ? 

OB 2 ound P $44 . * 4 | 

1 Trifle is the very Lap- y Lady | 
| Sir ' Vn 7 0 I faw him rus Nen * I'm glad, 

ou have Sir, m Lady age overjoy 

* I have found him. d 


Sir Feal. Who is your — F nend ? 

Whaiſp. My Lady Love-Puppy, Sir. 

Sir Feal, My Lady Love-Puppy ! then prithee carry thy 
ſelf to her, for I know no other Whelp that belongs 4 
her ; and let me catch you no more Puppy-hunting about 

my Doors, leſt I have you preſt into the Service, Sirrah. 

Miß. By no means, Sir Your humble Servant ; 
I muſt watch whether he Soes, or no, before I can tell 
my Maſter. Exit. 

Sir Feal. This Fellow has the officious Leer of a Pimp; 
and ] half ſuſpect a Deſign, but I'II be upon N be- 
fore they think on me, I warrant em. (Exit. 


S8 EN E, Charles“ Lodging, 
: Enter Charles and Marplot, 


| Cha. Honeſt Marphet, I thank thee for this Supply 3 31 
expect my Lawyer with a Thouſand Pound I have or- 
der'd him to take up, and then you ſhall be repaid. 

Marpl. Pho, pho, no more of that: ban comes Sir 

| ET r e Fir: 

Tate Ser n 


| Carkedly out of humour at his [Diſappointment ; ſe 
how he looks ! Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. Ah, Charles, J am ſo humbled in my 8 
ſions to Plots upon Women, that I believe I ſhall never 
have Courage enough to attempt a Chamber - Maid again 
Pl tell thee. 

_ Cha. Ha, ha; Ill ſpare you the Relation, by telling 

ou Impatient to know your Buſineſs with my Fa- 
1 4 when I faw you enter I ſlipt back into the next 


Boom, here ] over-heard every Syllable. 1 


3 peg. 


8 fort. 


Friends; I'll go with you. 
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- Sir Ges. That I aid But I'll be hang d if you 
Kan her anſwer But prithee tell tio, SOIT is [ho 
a Fool ? | 

Cha: I neꝰer ſuſpected her for one ; 'but Marplat can 
inform you better, if you'll allow him a Judge: L 

A Fool !: Fil juſtify ſhe has more Wit than 

the Teſt of her Sex put together; why ſhe'll rally me 
- *till I 'han't one Word to ſay for-myſ el. 

Cha. A mighty Proof of her Wit 1 

Marpl. There muſt be ſome Trick in't, Sir George 4 
gg L find it out, if it colt me the Sum IB: paid 


Sir Geo. eee e ene 27 0 
Marpl. Enough, let me alone to crace a Secret 


Enter Whiſper, and ſpeaks afide to his Maſter. 


The Devil! Whiſper here again, that Fellow never ſpeaks | 
out; Is this the ſame, or a new Secret? Sir George, 
won t you ask Charles what News Whiſper brings ? 

1 . Geo. Not I, Sir 3 J ſuppoſe it 9 not relate to 


h J. Lord, lord, how little Carioſity ſome People 
have! * ow my chief Pleaſure lies in TR _ 
"bag s Buſineſs. -— 

"Sir Geo. I fancy, Charles, thou haſt ſome Engage 

hands : I have a little Buſineſs too. 5 phe, | 
on AY in your way to bring me any Intelligence 
from Miranda, you'll find me at the Thatch'd. Houſe 
at Six 

Marpl. You do me much Honour. 

Cha. You gueſs right, Sir George, wiſh me Sneceh, | 
Sir Geo. Better than attended me. Adieu. (Exit. 
| Cha. Marplot, you muſt excuſe me 

Marpl. Nay, nay, what need of any Excuſe Rr 


Cha. babe vo ou muſt not. 

Marpl. No, then I ſuppoſe tis 2 Duel, TY 
o ſecure TW. | 

Cha. * mer! Why you won't fight ? 


"a 
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»»/. What then ! I can call the P 

Cha. Well, but it is no Duel, « 

| Therefore rithee be anſwer d. 


cs 1 1 then iu vos 
know 


Cha. I f viſt yos could be dre be civil too: I tell you, you nei- 
ther muſt nor ſhall go with me. Farewel. 2 
Marpl. Why then I muſt and will follow you. 


de Endef the Seand ACT. 


Exit. 


k — 


ACT m. 
Enter Charles. 


* Cha. FELL,” here's the Houſe which holds the 
| lovely Prize quiet and ſerene ; here no my 


Footmen throng to tell the World, that Beauty dwe 


Within; no ceremonious Viſit makes the Lover wait; no 


Rivalto givemy Heart a Pang: Who would not ſcale the 
Window at Midnight without fear of the LOW Fa- 
_ther's Piſtol, rather than fill up the Train Coquet, 
where every Minute he is joſtled out of Place? [ Knocks 
1 Mrs. Patch, Mrs. Patch! | 


Enter Patch. 


Patch. Oh, are you come, Sir ? All's ſafe. 
* So in, in then. 


| Enter Marple. 
Marpl. There he goes: Who the Devil lives here? 


1 I can find out that, I am as far from knowing 
his Buſineſs as ever; Gad I'll watch, it may be a Baw- 


mou ' d be any * 1 3 


"3 
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dy-Houſe, and he may have his Throat cut; if there 
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Well, Charles, in ſpight of your Endeavour to kee 
me out of the Secret, 1 may fave your Life for aught 


know : At that Corner Pl! plant myſelf, there Iſhall ſee 
whoever goes in, or comes out. Gad, I love Diſcove- 


SCENE Draws. Charles, Iſabinda and Patch. 


Tjnab. Patch look out ſbarp; have a care of Dad. 
D 757 HON FT Eyes, 
Jab. Well, Sir, if I may judge your Love by your 


Courage, I ought to believe you fincere ; for you ven- 
ture into the Lion's Den when you come to ſee me. 
Cha. If you'd conſent, whilſt the furious Beaſt is a- 


broad, I'd free you from the Reach of his Paws. 


Jab. That would be but to avoid one Danger by run- 


ning into another; like the poor Wretches who fly the 


Burning Ship, and meet their Fate in che Water. Come 
come, Charles, I fear if I conſult my Reaſon, Confine- 


ment and Plenty is better than Liberty and Starving. I 


know you'd make the Frolick pleaſing for a little time, 
by ſaying and doing a world of tender things; but when 
our ſmall Subſtance is once exhauſted, and a thouſand 


Requiſites for Life are wanting, Love, who rarely dwells | 


with drape wou'd alſo al us. ms 

Cha. Faith, I fancy not; metbinks my Heart has laid 
up a Stock will laſt for Life; to back which, I have ta- 
ken a thouſand Pound upon my Uncle's Eftate ; that 
furely will ſupport us till one of our Fathers relent. 
Jab. There's no truſting to that, my Friend; I doubt 


your Father will carry his Humour to the Grave, and 
mine till he ſees me ſettled in Spain. | 
Cha. And can ye then cruelly reſolve to ſtay till that 


curs'd Don arrives, and ſuffer that Youth, Beauty, Fire, 
and Wit to be ſacrificd to the Arms of a dull Spaniard, 


fo be immur'd, and forbid the fight of any thing that's 
. fe | 


Human 2 


5 


( 


1 


i 
[1 
[| 
; 
N 
[ 
1 
| 
' 
1 
N 


— — — 


—— ent 
— — 


, * — : 
511 ee EG Ae: oe rt SL 4: 24 — =. 1 Rs _ 1 — 
3 Ws 00 — — " — — —— — — 1 — — — — — 
8 — a — 
A. 4 N * n * * > * _— 
pes ; oe * 
1 * 


3 * 


On — — — —U— 2 2 ͤũ ũ— —V——˖öõöê 2 — 


-. Cha. My Lite, Adieu 
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Tab: No, when it comes to the Extremity, and no 
Isel m can relieve us, thou ſhalt liſt for a Soldier, and 


1 — thy * after the. 

"Cha. Bravely reſolvd ;. the World cannot be more a 
vage than our Parents, and Fortune generally aſſiſts the 
Bold ; therefore conſent now : Why ſhould we put it to 
a future Hazard? Who knows when we ſhall have ano- 
ther Opportunity ? | 

Jab. Oh, you have your Ladder of Ropes, J ſuppoſe, 


and the Cloſet- Window ſtands juſt where it did, and if 


you han't forgot to write in Characters, Patch will find 
way for our Aſſignations. Thus much of the Spanish 


| ai my Father's Severity has taught me, I thank 


him; tho' I hate the e admire their Manage- 


ment in theſe Affairs. 


i * Patch. 
ad. Oh, Madam, I fee my Maſter coming up. the 
Cha: Oh, the Devil, 3 I had my Ladder now, 1 


thought y ou had not ed him till Night; why, why, 
m_ why, what ſhall Te | 
Jab. Oh 


do, Madam? 
for Heaven's . ſake ! don't go that way, 


— meet him full in the Tenn; Oh, unlucky Mo- 


ment . 
Cha. Adſheart, can you ſhut me into no Cuphoard, 


ram me into no Cheſt, ha? 


Patch. Impoſlible, Sir, he ſearches every Hole i in * 


Houſe. 452 
Jab. Undone for ever 1 if he ſees vou, 1 ſhall never 


ſee you more. 
Patch. J have thought on it: Run you to your- Cham- 


ber, Madam; and, Sir, come you along with me, I'm 


certain you ma eaſily get down from the Balcony. 


Lead on, Guide. E. 
| Exit, 


Leb. Heaven preſerve. him. 
SCENE 


0 
L- 


I have half a dozen Mirmidons hard by Hall den about 


raiſe: the — Murder, Murder——— 
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SCENE changes to the Street. 


Enter Sir Jealous, with Marplot behind him. 


sir Feal. I don't know what's the matter, but I have a 
ſtrong ſuſpicion all is not right within; that Fellow's 
ſauntring about my Door, and his Tale of a Puppy had 
the Face of a Lye methought. By St. 7azo, if I ſhould 
fnd a Man in the Houle, I'd make Mince-Meat of 
him 
Marpl. Ah, poor Charles— ha ? Egad he is rs 
I fancy I might bully him, and make Charles have an 


Opinion of my Courage 


Sir Feal. My own Key tall let me in: I'll give them 


no Warning (Feeling, for his Key. 


Marpl. What's that you fay, Se T 
| [Going up to Sir Jealous 
Sir Feal. What's that to you, Sir 3. 
[Turns quick upon him. 
Marpl. Ves, tis to me, Sir: for the Gentleman you 
threaten. is a very honeſt Gentleman. Look tet; for 
if he comes not as ſafe out of your Houſe as he went in, 


your Ears. 

Sir Feal. Went in ! What is he i in then ? Ah la Com- 

bination to undo me [Il Mirmiden you, ye Dog | 
you. -T hieves, Thieves! 

- [Beats Marplot all the while he cries '{ 

- Marg. ALIEN; Murder ; I was not your W 


3 nter - Servant, | 


Ser. What s the matter; Sir ? 
Sir Feal. The matter, Raſcals !' Have you let a "FI 
into my Houſe ; but Þ'l] flea hinvalive ; follow me, III 


not leave a Mouſe-hole unſearch d; if I find him, by - 


St. [azo I'll equip him for the Opera. | 
| Maryl. A Duce of his Cane, there's no truſting to 
Age.———What ſhall I do to relieve Charles? Egad, Tl! 


[Charles 
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[Charles 222 
Reich Pm glad to 5 thee 18 0 out with all my heart. 
Cha. A Pox of your Bawling : How the il came 
_— here? 5 8 * 
2 1 have:denei y a piece of Ser- 
vice 3 I told the old Thunderbolt, that the Gentleman 
that was gone in, was 
Cha. Was it you that told him, Sir ? [ Laying, hold of 
| e 'Sdeath, I cou'd cruſh thee into Atoms. 
[Exit Charles, 
Marpl. What will you choak me for my Kindneſs.? 
Will my enquiring Soul never leave ſearching into 
other People's Affairs, till it gets ſqueez d out of my Body? 
I dare not follow him now, yu my Blood, he's in fuch a 
Paſſion— I'll to Miranda ; if I can diſcover aught that 
may oblige Sir George, it may bee a means to reconcile 


I — Cher my [l'eExit. 


Enter Sir Jealous and Servants. 


Sir Feal. Are you ſure you have ſearch'd every where? 
Serv. Yes, from the To op! of the Houſe to the Bottom. 
Sir Feal. Under the Beds, and over the Beds ? | 
Serv. Yes, and in them too; but found no body, Sir. 
Sir Jeal. Why, what cou'd this Rogue mean ? 


Enter r and Patch. 


_ Patch. Take Courage, Madam, I ſaw him fafe out. 
[ {fide to Iſab. 

Tſab. Bleſs me ! what's the matter, Sir ? 

Sir Zeal. You know beſt— Pray where s the Man that 
was here juſt now ? „ 

Jab. What Man, Sir ? I faw none! - 

Patch.- Nor I, by the Truſt you repoſe in me ; do you 
think. I wou'd let a Man come wires theſe Doors, . 
Yun are abſent ? 
| cal. Ah, Patch, ſhe may — too cunning: for thy 
Fon the very Scout that he had ſet to give Warn- 
ing, diſcover'd it to me and threaten'd me with half 

3 Fo | A 


from the Balcony. ] Charles, 


F - > x 


ba 
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a dozen M:rmidons But I think I maul'd the Vit- 
lain. Theſe Afflictions you draw upon me, Miſtreſs ! 

I/ab. Pardon me, Sir, tis your own ridiculous Humour 
draws you into theſe Vexations, and gives every Fool 

retence to banter you. | 4 

Sir Feal. No, tis your idle Conduct, your 'coquetiſh 
Flurting into the Balcony——Oh, with what Joy ſhall I 
reſign thee into the Arms of Don Diego Babinetto. 

Jab. And with what Induſtry ſhall I avoid him! [ Mfg. 

Sir gon Certainly that Rogue had a Meſſage trom 
ſome body or other; but being baulk' d by my coming, 
opt that Sham upon me. Come along, ye Sots, let's 
ee if we can find the Dog again. Patch, her up; 

Patch. Ves, Sir ay, walk till your Heels ake, 
you'll find no body, I promiſe you. 5 

Jab. Who cou'd that Scout be which he talks of? 

Patch. Nay, I can't imagine, without it was Whiſper. 

Jab. Well, dear Patch, let's loy all our Thoughts 
how to eſcape this horrid Don Diego, my very Heart 
ſinks at his terrible Name. Ee ro TR 

Patch. Fear not, Madam, Don Carlo ſhall be the 
Man, or Pt loſe the Reputation of Contriving ; and then 
what's a Chamber-maid good for ? „„ 

Jab. Say'ſt thou ſo, my Girl: Then 

Let Dad be jealous, multiply bis Care, ö 
While Lowe inſtructs me to avoid the Snares; 
PII, fpight of all bis Spaniſn Caution, ſhow 

How much for Love a Britiſh Maid can do. [Exit. 


SCENE Sir Francis Gripe's Houſe. 
Sir Francis and Miranda meeting. : 
Miran. Well, Garde, how did I perform my dumb 


Scene? | 5 
Sir Fran. To Admiration=— Thou dear little Rogue, 
let me buſs thee for it: Nay, adod, I will, Chargee, ſo 


muzzle, 


— 
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muzzle, and tuzzle, and hug thee, I will, i' faith, I will. 
1 | Tot, [ Hugging and kiſſing her, 
Miran. Nay, Gardee, don't be i 3 who would 
ride Poſt, when the Journey laſts for Life ? IAlide. 
Sir Fran. Ah wag, ah wag—T ll buſs thee again, for that. 
Miran. Faugh ! how he ſtinks of Tobacco! what a de- 
licate Bedfellow I ſhou'd have? | 
Sir Fran. Oh, I'm tranſported ! When, when, my Dear, 
wilt thou convince the World of thy happy Day ? When 
mall we marry, ha ? "EP 
Miran. There's nothing wanting but your Conſent, 
Sir Francis. : >, | 
Sir Fran. My Conſent ! What does my Charmer mean? 
Miran. Nay, tis only a Whim : but I'll have every 
thing according to Form Therefore when you fign 
an authentick Paper, drawn up by an able Lawyer, that I 
28 Leave to marry, the next Day makes me yours, 
ardee. | | 


Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha; a Whim indeed ! why is it not 


Demonſtration I give my Leave when I marry thee ? 
Miran. Not for your Reputation, Gardee; the mali- 
 cious World will be apt to ſay you trick'd me into 
Marriage, and ſo take the Merit from my Choice. Now 
I will have the Act my own, to let the idle Fops ſee 
wow much I prefer a Man loaded with Years and Wiſ⸗ 
om. | 
Sir Fran. Humph Pritheeleave out Years, Chargee, I'm 
not ſo old, as thou ſhalt find: Adod, I'm young; there's 
a Caper for ye. En 4 
Miran. Oh, never excuſe it, why, I like you the better 
for being old. But I ſhall ſuſpect you don't love me, if 
you refuſe me this Formality. | 
Sir Fran. Not love thee, Chargee ! Adod, I do love 
thee better than, than, than, better. than—— what ſhall 
I fay ? Egad, better than Money; i' faith, I do 
Miran. That's falſe, I'm ture [ Aſide.] To prove it, do 
this then. 
Sir Fran. Well, I will do it, Chargee, provided I bring 
.a Licence at the lame time? 7 
Rs iran. 
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Miran. Ay, and a Parſon too, if you pleaſe : Ha, ha, 
ha, I can't help laughing to think how all the young 
Coxcombs about Town, will be * when chey hear 
of our Marriage. r 
Sir Fan. So they will, ſo they will: Ha, ha, ha. 7 

Miran. Well, fancy I ſhall be ſo happy with my 
Gardee ! 

Sir Fran. If wearing Pearls and Jewels, or eating Gold, 
as the old Saying is, can make. thee happy, thou ſhalt be 
ſo, my ſweeteſt, my lovely, my. charming, EY 

I know not what to call thee. . 

Miran. You muſt know, Gardee, that I am fo eager 
to have this Buſineſs concluded, that I have employ'd 
my Woman's Brother, who is a Lawyer in the 7. bs, 
to ſettle Matters juft to your liking; you are to give 
your Conſent to my Marriage, which is to your elf, 
you know: But, Mum, you muſt take no notice of - 
that. So then I will, that is, with your Leave, put 
my Writings into his Hands; then to- morrow- we 
come ſlap upon them with a Wedding that no body 
thought on; by which you ſeize me and my Eſtate, 
_— ſuppoſe make a Bonfire of Foes own At __ | 

el. 

Sir Fran. Nay, but Charges, if. 

Miran. Nay, Gardee, no Ife * * refus d 
three Northern Lords, two Britiſb Peers, and half A 
ſcore Knights, to have you put in your Its ? 2 

Sir Fran. So thou haſt, indeed; and I will truſt to thy 
Management. Od, I'm all of a fire. 

Miran. - Tis a wonder the dry Stubble does not blaze. 


Afeae. 
Faver Marplot. 427 | 
Sir Fran. How now, who ſent for you, + sir? What's 's 
the hundred Pound gone already? | 
Marpl. No, Sir, I don't want Money now. 


Sir Fran. No ; that's a Miracle ! But there's one . 
yu want, I'm fure. 
Sir Þ Ay, what's that, Guardian 2 
ran. Manners : What, had 1 e Ache ? 


Marpl. 


* 
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Marpl. None that could +" A Buſineſs, Guardian, 
which 1 15 at preſent with this 
Miran. With me, Mr. — what is 1 it, I beſeech 
you? 
5 Sir Fan. Ay, Sir, wheels is it 2 Any thing that relates fo 
to her may be deliver'd to me. P 
Marpl, I deny that. 
_ Afrran. Chats mags than I do, Gio | i 
_* Maryl. Indeed, Madam ! W then to proceed; Fame Bh. 
that you and my moſt cionable Guardian here B. 
defign' d, contriv'd, plotted and agreed, to chouſe a very 
civil, honeſt, honourable Gentleman, out of a Sores he 


Aran. That I contriv'd it! 
Marpl. Ay you You ſaid never a Word againſt it, Ml be 

ſo far you are guilty. 6: 

Sir Fran. Pray tell that civil, honeſt, honourable Gen- 

tleman, that if he has any more ſuch Sums to fool a. 

way, they ſhall be receiv'd like the laſt : Ha, ha, ha, te 
ha, chous'd, quotha ! But, hark ye, let him know _ ho 
_ ſame time, that if he dare to report I trick'd him of it, I 5 
| ſhall recommend a Lawyer to him: ſhall ſhew him a Trick 
for twice as much: D'ye hear? Tell him that. 
Marpl. So, and this is the way you uſe a . 
and my Friend. | 
Miran. bs the Wretch thy Friend ? ite 
The Wretch! Look ye, Madam, don't cal 
Wor Egad, I won't take it. 
Miran. Why, you won't beat me, will you ? Ha, ha. 
. Marpl. I don't know whether I will or no. 
Sir Fran. Sir, I ſhall make a Servant ſhew you out at 
; the Window, if you are ſaucy. 

Marpl. I am your moſt humble Servant, Guardian; I 
deſi ign to go out the ſame way I came in. I would only 
* if ſhe does not think in her Soul Sir 
| Airy is not a fine Gentleman ? 

Miran. He _ well. hi * * ; 

Sir Fran. Which is chaefty owing to his aylor, an 
Valet de Chambre. g 
Miran. 


3 
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Miran. And if you allow t hat a Proof of his being a 
fine Gentleman, he is ſo. 

Marpl. The judicious part of the World allow him Wit, 
Courage; Gallantry, and Management ; tho' I think he 
forfeited that Character, when he 1 away a Hundred 

Pound upon your dumb Ladyfh 

Sir Fran. that gaul 12 Ha, 2 ha. 

Miran. So, Sir 5 remaining in deep Diſcontent, 


ha, 

Marg). Yes, Madam; ; and you, like a cruel, hard- 
hearted Jew, value it no More——than I wou'd your La- 
dyſhip, were I Sir „you, you, you 

Miran. Oh, don't call Names. I know you love to 
be employ d, and Il oblige you, and you ſhall carry him | 
a Meſſage from me. 

Marpl. According as I like it : What is it ? 

Miran. Nay, a kind one, you may be ſure——— Firſt 
tell him, I have _ this Gentleman to have and to 


hold, and ſo forth. apping her Hand into Sir Francis. 


g Sir Fran. Oh, the * how I doat on her 
[ Afdes 
Miran. And adviſe his Impertinence to trouble me no 
more, for I prefer Sir Francis for a Husband before all 
the Fops in the Univerſe. 
Marpl. Oh Lord, Oh Lord! fhe's ns that's 
e. Here's a Huſband for Eighteen Here's a 
pong eee s Bones rattling in a leathern Bag. [ Turn! — 


Sir Francis about.] Here's Buckram and Canvas to ſer 


you to Repentance. 


= "ax Sirrah, my Cane ſhall teach you Repentancs | 
preſently | 

Marpl. No faith, I have felt its Twin-brother from 
juſt ſuch a wither'd Hand too lately. 

Miran. One thing more; adviſe him to keep from the 
Garden Gate on the left hand ; for if he dare to _ 
there, about the Hour of Eight, as he uſed to . 
ſhall be falnted with a Piſtol or Blunderbuſs. 


\ | N Sir 


os ſent you his truſty aro Wer his Complatny's Ha, 
ha. | 


*—_ 


48 Tbe Bous IB Bo PD v. 

Sir Fran. 0 monſtrous ! why Charge, did he uſe to 

come to the Garden-Gate ? 

Miran. The Gard'ner deſcribed juſt ſuch woken Man 
that always watch d his coming out, and fain wou'd have 

brib'd him for his Entrance -Tell him he ſhall find 

a warm Reception if he comes this Night. - 

Marpl. Piſtols and Blunderbuſles ! gad, a warm Re- 
Tauch n- indeed; I ſhall take care to inform him of your 
dneſs, and adviſe him to keep farther off. 

Miran. I hope he will underſtand my meaning better, 
than to follow your Advice. LAlde. 
Sir Fran. Thou haſt fign'd, ſeard, and ta'en poſſeſ- 
ſion of my Heart for ever, Chargee, Ha, ha, ha; and 
for you; Mr. Sauce-box, let me have no more of your 


Meſſages, if ever you deſign to inherit your Eſtate, | 


Gentleman. 

—_ there tis now. Sure I ſhall be out of 
your one day Well, Guardian, I ſay no 
more; but if you be not as errant a Cuckold, as e er 
drove Bargain upon the Exchange, or paid Attendance 
to a Court, I am the Son of a Whetſtone; and ſo your 
humble Servant. Exit. 

Miran. Don't forget the Meſlage ; Ha, ha.' - 

Sir Fran. I am ſo —— [ "tis well he's gone. 

Miran. Oh mind him not, Garde, but let s fi ign 
Arkatles; and then 

Sir Fran. And then —Adod, I believe I am meta- 
hos d; my Pulſe beats high, and my Blood. boils, 

1 . {Kiffing and hugging her. 


yy 2 Oh fie, Gardee, "be not 10 violent; ; onſider 


the Market laſts all the Year Well, I'll in and ſee 


if the Lawyer be come, you'll follow. © [Exit, 
Sir Fran. Ay, to the World's End, my Dear. Well, 
Frank, thou art a lucky Fellow in th Age, to have 


ſuch a delicate Morfel, and Thirty — Pound in 
love with thee; I ſhall be the Envy of Batchelors, the 
Glory of marry'd Men, and the Wonder of the Town. 
Come Guardians wou'd be glad to — for part * 

ä 13 e 
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the Eſtate, at diſpatching an Heireſs, but I engroſs the 
Whole : 07 / _ en referet 2 11 Anas. = it 


| 5 C E N E Chand, to 4 Tavern; diſccvers Sir | | 


- George and Charles with Win ne thi Os 
and Whiſper waiting. ' 


82 


Sir Geo. Nay, prithee don't be e grave, 7 TIE Misfor- 


tunes will happen, Ha, ha, ha, tis ſome comfort to have 
- Companion in our Sufferings 


Cha. I am only apy * for Jſabinda, her Fathers 
Humour is impl 3 and how far his Jealouſy may 
tranſport him to her Undoing, ſhocks. my Soul to think. 
Sir Geo. But ſince you eſcap d undiſcover'd by him, his 
Rage will quickly laſh into a Calm, never fear it. | 

Cha. But who knows what that unlucky D . | 


plot, told him; nor can I imagine what roy it him 


ither; that Fellow is ever doing Miſchief ; an yet, to. 


| Fir him his due, he never deſigns: it. This is ſome 


lundering Adventure, wherein he thought to ihew his 
1 as he calls it; a Cuiſe on bim. 

Sir Geo. Then you muſt forgive him; what faid he? 

Cha. Said! nay, I had more mind to cut | us n 
than hear his Excuſes. 

Sir Geo. Where is he? | 

 Whijp. Sir, I faw him go into Sir Francis Por s jut 
now. 

Cha. Oh ! then he's upon your Buſineſs, Sir George 3 A 


| thouſand to one but he makes ſome miſtake there too. 


Sir Geo. Impoſlible, without he _ the mar Lb and | 
makes Love to Sir Francis Ay | 


E ter Drawer. 


1 Mr. Marght i is hw. Gentlemen, and Ares 
to know if he may have leave to wait upon ye. 
Cha, How civil the Rogue is, when he ans 4. a 
Fault ! | f 
C Sir 


. Eight a-elock, as you us 


1 
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Sir Geo. Ho! Deſire him to walk up. Prithee, Charles, | 

throw off this Chagreen,- and be good Com ompan y. 

Cha. Nay, hang him, I'm not angry with him: Whip 

, fetch me Pen, Ink and Paper, 
Whip. Yes, Sir. [Exte. Whiſp. 
Tuer Malt. | 

Cha. Do but mark his ſheepiſh Look, Sir Cage. 

Marpl. Dear Charles, don't: o erwhelm a Man al- 
ready under inſupportable AfiQion. Tm fare I always 
intend to ſerve my Friends; but if my malicious Stars 
deny the Happineſs, is the Fault mine? 8 
Sir Geo. Never mind him, Mr. Marplor; he is eat up 
with Spleen. . But tell me, what ſays Miranda? 
 Marpl. Says ————nay, we are all undone there too. 

Cha. 1 told you fo ; nothing proſpers that he under- 
takes. 
Ma L. Why, can I her having choſe your Father, 
for . for Worſe ? mY 

Cha. 80: There's another of Fortune's firokes. Ifap- 
Fa I wall be ed 'd ont of my Eftate with Twins every 

ear, let who will get *em. | 

Sir Geo. What is the Woman really a 
Marpl. Ves, with the Spirit of Co Ron, ſhe mird 
nat you moſt prodigiouſly. ah 

Sir Geo. That's no ill Sign. 


Enter Whiſper, «oith Per, Ink and Payer, 


Marpl. You'd ſay it was no good Si „ if ou knew all 
Sir Geo. Why, Nie * I 
TT) . Hark'ye, Sir George, let me m_ * purſue 
your old Haunt no more, it may be- | 
- [Charles Fre = to aurite. 


Sir Geo. My old Haunt, what d' you mean | 
Marpl. Why in ſhort then, ſince you will have it, Mi- 
randa vows if you dare e the Garden Gate at 
you ſhall be faluted with a 
- Blunderbuſs, Sir. Theſe were her Words z nay, ſhe bid 
me tell you ſo too. 
| 8 Sr 
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Sir Gn. Ha! the Garden-Gate at Eight, as I usd to 
do! There muſt be a Meaning in this. Is there ſuch a 
Gate, Charles ? 


Cha. Yes, yes ; it opens into the Park, I ſuppoſe her 


Lad ſhip has made many a ſcamper through it. 
1 5 Geo. It muſt be an Aſſignation then. Ha, my Heart 
with * tis a propitious Omen. My dear Mar- 
= et me embrace thee, thou art my Friend, my better 


arpl. What 7 you mean, Sir Ge 
Sir Geo. No matter what I mean. For take a Bum- 
per to the Garden-Gate, ye dear Rogue, you, | 
Marplot. You have reaſon to be ported, Sir George:; 
I have ſavd your Life. by 
Sir Geo. My y Life ! thou haſt bd my Soul, Man. Charles, 
if thou doſt not ledge this Health, 2 thou never 
taſte the Joys of 
Cuba. 25 — cans how! you deliver 
= [gives hi = the Letter] bring me the Anſwer to my 
ings ; 
Whip. I warrant you, Sir. 
Marpl. Whither does that Letter 0 N o dare 
I not ask for my Blood. f 
Cha. Now I'm for you 
Sir Geo. 'To the Garden-Gute | at the Hour of Eight, 
_ Charles, along, roms ! / 
ba. I begin to conceive you A 
| Margl. „ ee da, Egad—— to the Gar- 
den-Gare, H os. Or] But I hope you deſign to 
far enough oft on't, Sir George. 
= Geo. Ay, ay, never 2 ſhe ſhall ſee I de- 
ſpiſe her Frowns, let her uſe her Hlunderbuſs againſt the 
next Fool, ſhe chan t reach me with the Smoak, I war- 
EEE 
arp ares, u receive a 
ment thus en Cavalier, — ſhou d have ſome comfort 
in being beat for you. 


Cha. * Foal a ccmpredend. W 
8 | | Cz 5 : Sir 


* 1 
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Sir Geo. Nor would I have him z prithee take him lng 


with thee. 
Cha. Enough: Marplot you ſhall go home with me. 
Marpl. Im glad I'm well with him however, Sir 


| George, yours. Egad, Charles asking me to go home 


with him, gives me a ſhrewd Suſpicion there's more in 


the Garden-Gate than I comprehend. Faith, I'll give 


him the 4 and away to Guardian's, and find it out. 
Sir Geo. I kiſs both your Hands And now for the 


Garden- Gate. 


It's Beauty gives the Afienation . 
Aud Love too powerful grows, admit 7 Fear. 


gs 
| The End N Third A C T. 


fick”s Hanes: Patch peeping out of the _ | 
Enter Whiſper. ; 


* H Mn Pen di is a lucky Minute, to 


find you ſo readily ; my Matter dies with 


mpatience. — 
Wy os My Lady imagin d ſo, and by her Orders I have 
been ſcouting this Hour in ſearch of you, to/ inform 
you that Sir Fealaus has invited ſome Friends to Supper 


with him to-night, which gives an +, puma to your 
Maſter to make uſe of his eg I: 
ſet Window ſhall be open, and 


he Clo- 
1ſabinda only to receive 


him; bid him come immediately. 
Wiſp. Excellent! He'll not diſappoint, I warrant 


him : But hold, I have a Laer here, which I'm to 


carry 


* * r 
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carry coreiraghaiarnl I can't think what Language the 
Direction SIG 

© Patch. Pho, "tis no Language, but a Character which 
the Lovers invented to avert Diſcovery. Ha, I hear my 


old Maſter coming down Stairs, it is impoſſible you ſhould - 
have an Anſwer ; away, and bid him come himſelf for 


that— Be gone, we are ruin'd if you're ſeen, for he 
has doubled his Care fince the laſt Accident. "£7 
. Whip. I go, Igo. [ Exit. 
' Patth. There, go thou into my Pocket. 2 it befedes, 


and it falls down.) Now Tl. up the back- Stairs, leſt I 
meet him. Well, a dexterous hamber-maid i is the La- 


dies beſt Utenſil, I wy... e 
© Enter Sir Jealous with & Letter in his Hand. | 
Sir Fral. So, this is ſome Comfort; this tells me that 
Seignior Don Diego Babinetio is ſafely arriv'd ; he ſhatl 
marry my Daughter the Minute he comes.. Ha, ha! What's 
here? [Takes up the Letter Patch drop'd.} A Letter I 
Your know whatto make of the Superkcriprion. PII ſee - 
what's within fide, [opens it.] humph ; tis Hebrew, Ithink. 
What can this mean ? There muſt be ſome trick in it ; 
this was certainly deſign'd for my Daughter, but I don't 
know that ſhe can ſpeak any Language but her Mother- 
Tongue. ' No matter for that, this may be one of Love's 

Hieroglyphicks, and I fancy I ſaw Patch's Tail ſweep by. 
That Wench may be a Slut, and inſtead of guarding my 


Honour, 2224 it; ; PII find it out, Pm reſolv'd : Who' 8 
there? | * 


| Enter Sorin, | 
What Anſv wer -did you bring from the Geenen 1 Gn 
you to invite? 

Serv. That they'd all wait of you, Sir, as I told you be- 


fore ; . but I _ you forgot, Sir. 


Sir Feal, Did / ſo, Sir? but I ſhan't forget to break 
your Head, if any of them come, Sir. © 
Serv. Come, Sir! why did you not ſend me to deſire | 


their Teal! Bae Sir? 
Sir But I ſend you now to Jefire their Abſence; 's 
PROBES Oe fallen out, _ 
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ealls me abroad contrary to Expectation, and ak their 
Pardon; and d'ye hear, oy wad — to me. 
Serv. Tee, Sir. LZ xit. 
Enter Butke. 335 


<p 1 Teal. If this Paper has a Meaning, ru find it. 
the Cloath in my Daughter's Chamber, and bid the it 
ſend ſupper thither preſently. 
| Butl Yes, Sir. ——Hey-c ay, what's the matter nao! ? 
it. 
Sir Feal. He wants the E res of 1 0 
1 Daughter in this work, my Comfort 4 ng 
ſhall not be tronbld long with her. He Lat pretends to 
rule a Girl once in her Teens, had better be at Sea in 


13 Storm, and would be in leſs Danger ; 


Far let him de, or counſel all he can 
She thinks and n ht ty, 
xit, 


SCENE Ikabinds's Chamber. 


Iſabinda and Patch. 


Jas Are ou ſure no body ſaw you ſpeak to Ni ber? 
atch. 50 very ſure, Madam: Baut J heard Sir es. 
Jous coming down, ſtairs, ſo I clapt this Letter into my 
Pocket. [ Feels for the Letter. 

Jab. A Letter, give me it quickly, 

Patch. Bleſs me ! what's become ont Pm fare 
I put it— \[Searching ftill. 

Jab. Is it poſüble, chou could'ſt be ſo careless: 

Oh ! I'm undone for ever if it be loſt. 

Patch. I muſt have drop'd it upon the Stairs. But 
why are you ſo much alarm'd ? It the worſt happens, 
are: _ read it, Madam, nor find out whom it was 

gn' 
2 105 If it falls into my Father's hands, the very Fi- 
Sure 


CC 
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ook for it upon the Stairs this moment. 
| Patch. Nay, Tm ſure it can be no where elſe 
[ 4s for's going out of the Dor, meets the Butler. ] How now, 


what do you want? 


Buil. My Maſter orderd me to lay the Cloath here for 
His Su 


16, Ruin'd, p Redemp 
„„ — do ? : 
7 thought ompany to- night. 


Om, poor Charles / h, unfortunate 7/abinda / 


But. I thought fo too, Madam, 13 he has 
alter d his Mi [Lays the Chath, and Exit. 

Jab. The Letter is the Cauſe ; this heedleſs AQion - 
has undone me: Fly and faſten the Cloſet Window, which 
Will give Charles qtice to retire, Ha, my hath ! Oh 
Confuſion ! - 


Enter Sir Jealous, = 


Sir Feal. Hold, hold, Patch, whither are (you going? 
il hive no body ftir out of the Room till after Supper. 
Patch. Sir, I was going to reach your Fate Char. 
hb, wretched Accident ! 

Sir Feal. TILhave no body ſtir out of the Room. I don't 
want my Eafie-Chair. 
Zb. What will be the Event of this ? LA.. 
Sir Feal. Hark ye, bao wok 3 do you know this 


Hand? 
Hand do you call it, Sir? 


Iſab. As I ſuſpeRed 
Tis ſome School-boy*s Scraul. 
Patch. Oh Invention ! Thou Chamber-maid's bet | 
Friend, aſſiſt me. : 
Sir Feal. Are you ſure you don't underſtand it ? 
1 Feels in her Bofom, and fhakes ber Coats. 
Do you underſtand it, Str ? 
1. ae. I with I did. 
: 55 Thank Heaven you do not. [46] IE. 
no more of it than you ho i indeed, Sir. 
Patch. Oh. ld, Oh lord, what have you done, 


9 ”” our? 


of a Letter will produce ill Conſequences. Run ang 


56 The Bus 12 Bop v. 

_ Sir? the Pa is mine, I drop'd- it ont of my 
Bel, 155 [Snatching it from him. 

Sir Feal. Hal yours, Mifrebs. ; CTY 
Jab. What does "the mean by . Aldi. 
Patch. Ves, Sir, it is. Ty 
Sir Feal. What is it? ſpeak. | 

Patch. Why, Sir, it is a Charm for the 8 
I have worn it this ſeven Year ; twas given me by an 
Angel for- aught I know, when I was raving' with the 
Pain ; for no body knew from whence he came, nor 
whither he went : He charg'd me never to it, leſt 
ſome dire Vengeance befall me, and Heaven knows what 
will be the Event. Oh ! cruel — that I ſhould 


drop it, and you ſhould open it ad Jo had not 
open'd it e 44Þ 
Lab. Excellent Wench ! ! |  [Afpae. 


Sir Feal. Pox of your Charms and Whims for me; if 


_ that be all, *tis well enough; there, there, burn it, and 


1 warrant you no Vengeance will follow. 
Patch. So, all's right again thus fat. . F Afede. 
Jab. I would not loſe Patch for the World PU 
take Courage a little. [4fde.] Is this Uſage for your 
Daughter, Sir? Muſt my Virtue and Conduct be ſuſ- 
d for every 'Trifle ? You immure me like ſome 
dire Offender here, and deny me all Recreations which 
my Sex enjoy, and the Cuſtom of the Country and 
Modeſty allow ; yet not content with that, you make 
my Confinement more intolerable by your Miftruſts and 
4 — ve wou'd I were dead, ſo I were free from 
is 
 - Sir Feal. To-morrow rids you of this tireſome Load, 
Don Diego Babinetto will be here, and then my 


Care ends, and his begins. 
Lab. Is he come then? Oh how ſhall I avoid this ha- 
ted Marriage ? | "y- 
Ta Lr a Supper. 
. Sir Feal. Come, will you fit down ? 
"ou 1 can * . A, 0. . 
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Patch. No, I Aare ſwear he has given her Supper 
enongh. I wiſh I cou'd get into the Cloſet [ Ade. 
Sir Teal. Well, if you can't eat, then give me 2 Song 
whilſt :I do. 
Jab. I have ſuch a Cold I can ſcarce ſpeak, Sir, 
_ leſs Ing. How ſhall I prevent Charles 1774 
"Si Sir Feal. I 1 you. por the - Uſe of your Fingers, 
une upo on your Spinnet, whilſt your | 


Wee me a Song. 
Patch. Im a> much out of Fans as my Lady, if he 
knen all. LAlide. 


Tab. 1 ſhall make excellent Muſick, : 
[Sits Pers #9 Play. 

Patch. Really, Sir, I'm fo frighted about your opening 

| this Charm, that I can't remember one Song. | 
Sir 'Feal. T's hang your: Charm; come, come, ſing .F 

any Why. 

- Patch. ura likely to ang truly Ade. humph, 

; — bleſs me, Sir, I cannot raiſe my. Voice, my Heare 

ants 10 | 

bir Feal. Why, what does your Heart pant ſo, that you 

| can't play neither? Pray what Key are you in, ha? 

Fus. Ah, wou d the 150 was turn d pra Yo! once. 


tis Feal. Why don? t you flaw; I ay * bs 

' Patch. When Madam has put her Spiſinet1 in Tune, Sir, 
lam h; humph 

Tab. I cannot play: Sir, whatever ails me: CRiſng. 

Sir Feal. Zounds fit down and play me a Tune, or 
Si break the Spinnet about your cars. 

2 What will become of me? [Sits down and plays. 

Sir Feal. Come Miſtreſs: [To Tach. 

. Ves, Sir. [ Sings, but horri, 4h out of Tune. . 

Sir Feal: Hey, hey, why you are a-top of the: Houle, 
1 you are down in the Cellar. What is the N l 
of this? Is it on purpoſe to croſs me, ha? 

Patch. Pray Madam, take. it a. little lower, I: cannot 
85 Nash — — any Note, I fear. : | 
C5: az. 
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| 1 Well, begin Oh! Patch, we ſhall be diſcover d. 
atch. I ſink with the Apprehenſion, Madam — 


hum h, hum h 
4 4 [C 15 pulls Per the chli. Dur. 


Cha. Muſick and Singing. 
. thus the bright Cæliſtial Court above 
Beguiles the Hours with Muſick and with Love. © 


8 her Father there, [The Women ſbriel.] then I muſt 
y— [Exit. into the Cloſet. el Jealous ries up haſtily, 


feeing Charles ſlip back into the Cloſet. 
Sir Teal. Hell and Furies, a Man in the Cloſet - 


Patch, Ah! a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt=————he muſt not enter 
the Cloſet=—— ¶ Iſabinda throws herſel If down before the 
Cliſet- Door as in a Swoon. 
Sir Feal. The Devil! ! I'll make a Ghoſt of him 1 
warrant you. {8 trives to get by. 

Patch. Oh hold, Sir, have a care, you'll tread upon my 
Lady -Who waits there ? Bring ſome Water : Oh ! 

this comes of your opening the Charm: Oh, 0h th, he 
| Weeps 

Sir Feal. I'll charm you, Houſe-wife, here lies the 
Charm that conjur'd this Fellow in, I'm ſure on't; come 
out you Raſcal, do fo: Zounds take her from the Door, 
or I'll ſpurn her from it, and break your” Neck down 
Stairs. 
Jab. On, oh, where am — gone, I dend ln 
leap down. LAlde to Patch. 

Patch. Nay, chem let him enter here, here Madam, 
ſmell to this; come give me your Hand; come nearer 
to the Window, the Air will do you good. 
Sir Feal. I wow'd he were in her Grave. Where .are 
| you, Sirrah ? Villain, Robber of my Honour! [11 pull 
you out of your Neſt, [Goes intothe Cloſet. 

Patch. Yowll be miſtaken, old ee the Bird is 


flown. 
Lab. Tem m glad I have ſcapd ſo well. I was almoſt 
dead in carne with the Fright. . | Re 
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© Re-enter Sir Jealous our of the Chſet., © 

* tad, Whoever the Dog were, he has eſcap'd out of 
the Window, for the Saſh is up. But tho' hag out 
of my Reach, you are not: And firſt, Mrs. Pander, 
with your Charms for the Tooth-ach, get out of my 
Houſe, go, troop ; yet hold, flay, I'll ee you out of my 


795 myſelf, but Ill ſecure your Charge e er 
: e reature | 
of Fur . 


F Sir 225 Ws was 8 the Devil's providing for aught 
p Patch What have I done, Sir, to merit your Diſplen- 
Sir Feal. T don't know which of you hav Sone ie; but 
you ſhall both fuffer for it, till I can diſcover whoſe 
Guilt it is: Go, get in there, I'll move you from this 
fide of the H 7 Puſhes Iſabinda in at the other Door, and 
tocks it; e Key in his Pocket. ] Pl keep the 
Key myſel "PU 2 what Ghoſt will get into that Rooni. 
And now forſooth I'll wait on you down Stairs. 
Patch, Ah, my poor Lady—— Down Stairs, Sir ; but I 
won't go out, Sir, till I have look d up my Clothes. 
Sir Feal. If thou _—_ — naked as thou wer't born, 
. on a Smock. Come 
along, I 1 whe — Mi; 8 is marry'd, you ſhall | 


have ; thing that belongs to you ; 
but A et x rn, Exit, pulling her out, 
Patch. Oh ! barbarous Uſage for nothing! 5 


| Re-enter at the Iowwer end. 
Sir Fea. There, go, and come no more within kght 

of my Habitation, theſe three 1590 I charge you. 

| [Slape, the Door — ber. 
Patch. Did ever any body ſee ſuch an old Monſter * 
Enter Charles. 


Path. Oh! Mr. Charles, your Affairs and mine are in 
an ill Poſture. | 
Cha. I am enur'd to the P rowns of F ortune : But 


what has befaln thee? | 
| Patch, 
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Patch. Sir Fealous, whoſe ſuſpicious Nature's always 
en the Watch; nay, even whilſt one Eye fleeps, the o- 
ther Tarps Centinel : upon ſight of you, flew into ſuch a 
violent Paſſion, that I cou'd find no Stratagem to appeaſe 
him; but in ſpight of all Arguments, lock d his Daughter 
Into his own Apartment, and turn'd me out of doors. 

Cha. Ha ! oh, 1ſabinda! 
- Patch.. And fears ſhe ſhall neither ſee Sun or Moon, 
tillſheis Don Diego Babinetto's Wife, whoarrived laſt N ight, 
and 15 Cx with Impatience. 

Cuba. He dies; yes, by all the Wrongs of Love he ſhall; 
here will. I ue myſelf, and thro my Breaſt he ſhall 
make his Paſlage, if he enters. | 
Patch. A moſt heroick Reſolution. There might be 
ways found out more to your n 1 5 is often 
. a to open force. | 

Cha. rehend you not. 

. 22 think you of FRYE this 88 
| impoſing upon the Father, and marrying your Miſtreſs by 
his own Conſent? 

Cha. Say ſt thou ſo, m wy. Angel ! ! Oh cou'd that be done, 
my Life to come wou too ſhort to recompenſe thee.: 
But how can Ido 82 when I neither know what 

Ship he came in, nor from what part of Spain; who 

recommends him, nor how attended.? 

_ . Patch. I can ſolve all this. He is from Maarid, his 
Father's Name. Don Pedro 2yefto. Portenta. Babinetto. 
Here's a Letter of his to Sir Fealous, which he dropt | 
one day; you underſtand Spaniſh, and the Hand may 


he counterfeited': You conceive me, Sir? 
Cha. My better Genius, thou haſt reviv'd m in 
| Soul: Il about it inſtantly. waned to * K gings, an 
we ll concert Matters. : | LE Xeunt, 


| $ 2 E N E 4 Garden Gate open, 3 


waiting within. 


l Enter Sir George Airy. TY 
ir Goo, 80 this is the Cate, and moſt aneh _ 


a2 
If 
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I there ſhou'd be a Blunderbuſs here now, what a dread: 


ful Ditty wou d my Fall make for Fools; and what a 
Jeſt for the Wits ! how my Name wou'd be roard about 


Streets ! Well, III venture all. 


Scentw. Hiſt, hiſt ! Sir Georg (Eaves. 

Sir Geo, A Female Voice ha EE Tm ſafe, my Dear. 
- Scentw. No, I'm not your Dear, but I'll conduct you 
to her; give me your Hand: you muſt go thro many a 
dark Paſſage and dirty Step before you arrive — 

Sir Geo. 2 know I muſt before I arrive at -Paradiſe ; 


I therefore be quick, my charming Guide, 


Stentww. For aught you know 3 come, come, your Hand 
and away. 
Sir Geo. Here, here Child, you can't be half fo ſwift 
as my Deſires. 8 [Excunt. 


e 167. The He, | 
LY | Enter Miranda. 


Miran Well, let me reaſon a little 13 my mad ſelf. 
Now don't I tranſgreſs all Rules to venture upon a Man 


without the Advice of the Grave and Wiſe 7 But then a 
rigid knaviſh Guardian, who wou'd have marry'd me! 


To whom ? Even. to his nauſeous ſelf, or no body. Sir 
George is what I have try'd in converſation, inquir'd into 
his Character, am fatisfied in both, Then his Loye l. Who 
wou'd have given a hundred Pound only to have ſeen a 

Wente he had not infinitely loved? So I find m liking 
him has furniſh'd, me with Arguments enough of f his 246 
and now the only Doubt remains, whether he wall 

come or no. | ; 
: Enter Scentwell. 


gart That 8 reſalv d. Madam, for here's the Knight. | 
[Exit Scentwell, 


: Sir F200 And do I once more behold that lovel y Objefs 


whoſe Idea fills my Mind, and forms my pleaſing Dreams! 
Miran. What, beginning again in Heroicks !— Sir 
George, don't * remember how little Fruit your laſt 


/ 


_ tis; BO D v. 


Aniwer. | 
ans cap Ha I the Voice of my 


bros 1 


— Why did 


Time's but ſhort, and we muſt fall into B a: Do 
think we can agree on that ſume —_— — 4 "P_ 
trimaay, without heartily repenting 

Sir Geo. It has been my Wiſh fnce firſt my longing 
Eyes beheld ye. 


Miran. And your happy Ears drank in the pleaſing 


| News, I had Thirty Thouſand Pound. 

Sir Geo, Unkind ! Did I not- offer you in thoſe pur- 
chas'd Minutes to run the Risk of your Fortune, fo you 
wou'd ut ſecure that lovely Perſon to my Arms? 
Miran. Well, if you have ſuch Love and Tenderneſs, 

fince our "—_ 4 been ſhort) pray reſerve it for our 
ture Days, to let the World ſee we are Lovers after 
Wedlock ; *twill be a Novelty 

Sir Ces. Haſte then, and let us tie the Knot, and prove 
the envy'd Pair 

Aird. Hold ! not ſo faſt; I have provided better than 
to venture on dangerous Experiments 9 g——— My 
Guardian, truſting to my diſſembled Love, * iven up 


my Fortune to my own Diſpoſe; but with this Proviſo, 


that he to-morrow Morning weds me. He is now gone 
to Doctors Commons for a Licence. 


Sir Geo. Ha, a Licence 
NMiiran. But I have planted Emiſſaries that infallibly take 
him down to Epſom, under pretence that a Brother Uſu- 


rer of his, is to make him his Executor ; ; the * on 


Earth he covets. 
Sir Geo. T'is his known Character. 


Miran. Now my Inſtruments confirm him this Man is 


dying, and he ſends me Word he goes this Minute; it 
muſt be to-morrow &er he can be undeceiv'd. That 


Time is ours. 
95 


Sir 


prodigal Oration produc d ? not one bare fingle Word in 


ten thouſand -m_ to captivate a Heart your 
Sos. Hhbes ws eater of tele Pilakte > the our | 


Dear - 
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Sie Gea. Let us improve it then, and ſettle on our co- 
Years, endlels, endleſs Happineſs. 

_— I dare not ſtir till I hear he's on the Road 
then I and my Writings, the molt material Point, are 
ſoon remov'd. 

Sir Geo. I have one Favour to ask, if ie 1 mn. nr 
power, you wou'd be a Friend to poor Charles, tha the 
Son of this tenacious Man: He is „ all his 
Vices, as Nature and a good Education can make him; 
and what now I have Vanity enough to hope will induce 


you, rr I love. 


Miran. I never was his Enemy, and 8 it on as it 

help'd my Deſigns on his Father. If his Uncle's Eſtate 

ought to be. in his Poſſeſſion, which I ſhrewdly ſuſpect, I 

may do him 2 fingular piece of Service. . 
Sir Geo. You are all Goodneſs. 


Enter Scentwell. 
— Oh, Madam, my Maſter and Mr, Marght are 


2 into the Houſe. 
Miran. Undone, undone ! if he finds you: here i in this | 
Criſis, all my Plots are unravelld. . 
Sir Geo. What ſhall I do ! .can't I get back into the 
Garden ? 

Scentæv. Oh, no! he comes up thoſe Stairs. 

Miran. Here, here, here ! can you condeſcend to ſand 
behind this Chimney-Board, Sir George ? 

Sir Geo. Any where, any where, dear Madam, without 


Ceremony. 
Scentau. Come, come, Sir; lie F 


[They put him behind the Chimne EY 


Enter Sir Francis and Marplot; Sir Francis peeling an Orange. 


Sir Fran. I cou'd not go, tho tis upon Life and 
Death, without taking leave of dear Chargee. Beſides 
this Fellow buzz d in my Ears, that thou might'ſt be ſo 
deſperate to ſhoot that wild Rake which Haunts the 
Carden- gate; and that wou'd a. us into trouble, 


\ 


64 We BSE Bed . 


Miran. So Marglit brought you back chen: 1 am 

oblig d to him for that, Tae a ts | 

rowning at ot Ade. 

. By ber 10. ſhe means ſhe is not rplo fo 
have done ſome Miſchief now, but what, Tow 


ima ine. 


Sir Fran. Well, Chavgie, I Gs had thank Meſlengen 


to come' to F gem to my Neighbour „ ere 8, Who, 
for all his Br; Riches, is departing. ' L [Sighs, 
Marpl. Ay, ſee what all you Uſurers muſt come to. 
Sir Fran. Peace, ye young Enave ! Some forty Years 
hence I may think on't- But, Chargee, I'll be with 
thee to-morrow, before thoſe pretty "Eyes are open; I 
will, I will, Chargee, PII rouſe you, i faith. Here Mrs, 
Scentwell, lift up your Lady's Chimney-Board, that! wy 
throw my Peel in, and not litter her Chamber. 
Miran. Oh my Stars ! what will become of us now ? 
. Scentww.- Oh, pray Sir give it me; I love it above all 
things in Nature, indeed Ido. 
Sir Fran. No, no, Huſly ; you have the Green-Pip : al- 
ready, PH have no more Apothecary's Bills. 
| [Goes towards the Chimney. 
5" Hold, hold, hold; dear Gardee, J have a, a, a, 
a, a, Monkey, ſhut up there ; and if. . You open it before 
the Man comes that is to tame it, tis ſo wild 'twill 
break all my China, or get away, and that wou d break 


my Heart; for I am fond on't to Diſtraction, next thee, | 


dear Gardee. e a. flattering Tone. 
Sir Fran, Well, well, Char; ee, I won't open it; ſhe 
| hall have her Monkey, poor Rogue ; here throw this 
Peel out of the Window. - [Exit Scentwell. 


Marpl. A Monkey, dear Madam, let me ſee it; 1 


| can tame a Monkey as well as the beſt of them all. Oh 
how I love the little Miniatures of Man! 
Miran. Be quiet, Miſchief, and ſtand farther from the 


Chimney - You ſhall not ſee my Monkey— 
why ſure [ Striving with him. 


Marpl. For Heaven's fake, dear Madain, let me but 


to ſee if it be as pretty, as my Lady Fidale-Faddle's: 
Has: it et a Chain ?. Miran. 
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Miran. Not yet, but I deſign it one ſhall laſt its Life- 
time: Nay, you ſhall not ſee it- - Look, Garadte, 
how he teazes me ! - | by | 

Sir Fran. ¶ Getting between him and the Chimney.) Sir- 
rah, Sirrah, let my Chargee's Monkey alone, or Bambo 
ſhall fly about your Ears. What is there no dealing with 
you ? | | | Sh 

Marpl. Pugh, pox of the Monkey! here's a Rout : I 
wiſh he may rival you. ee NV 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, they put two more Horſes in the Coach, as 
you order'd, and 'tis ready at the Door. . 

Sir Fran, Well, I am going to be Executor, better for 
thee, Jewel. B'ye Chargee, one Buſs !——Pm glad thou 
haſt got a Monkey to divert thee a little. . 
Miran. Thank'e, dear Garize————Nay, I'Il ſee you 
to the Coach. „ | 


Sir Fran. That's kind, adod. 


Miran. Come _ Impertinence. To Marplot. 

Marpl. [Stepping back. } Egad, I will ſee the Monkey 
now. [ Lifts up the Board, and diſcovers Sir George.] Oh 
Lord, O Lord ! Thieves, T hieves, Murder ! 1 

Sir Geo. Dame, you unlucky Dog ! tis I; which way 
ſhall I get out? ſhew me inſtantly, or I'll cut your Throat. 
Marpl. Undone, undone ! At that Door there. But 
hold, hold, break that China; and I'll bring you off © 


[He runs off at the Corner, and throws down ſome China. 


Roemer Sie Francis, Miranda, and Scent well. 


Sir Fran. Mercy on me ! What's the matter? 
Miran. Oh you Toad ! What have you done? 
Marpl. No great harm, I beg of you to forgive me: 


Longing to ſee the Monkey, I did but juſt raiſe up the 


Board, and it flew over my Shoulders, ſcratch'd all my 
Face, broke yon China, and whiſk'd out of the Window. 
Sir Fran. Was ever ſuch an unlucky Rogue ! Sirrah, 
I forbid you my Houſe. Call the Servants to 1155 the 


Monkcey again; I wou'd 


— 


66 De Bus iE Bob v. 
m to look k. but tha 

you know my 4 49 

Scentw: Oh my Lady will be the het as hen ie back; 


all them Creatures love my Lady extremel 
Miran. Go, go. dear Gardee 3 I hope Tags £ all once 
It. 


NE Bras. B'ye, b'ye, Dear e. Ah, Miſchief, how you 
Jook now ! B'ye, bye. 7 LExit. 0 
7: 2a Scentwell, ſee him in the Coach, tony me 6 
or | 
. Ves, Madam. NR 7 . 
ran. So, Sir, have done riend a 
View of Service, 7 cx gra 
Marpl. Why look you, Madam ! if I have committed 


a Fault, thank. your ſelf; no Man is more ſerviceable 1 
| when I am let into a Secret, nor none more unlucky at 8 
| it out. Who cov'd divine your Meaning, when h 
you talk d of a Blunderbuſs, who thought of a Rende- 
vous ? And when you talk'd of a y. who the Wl 
Devil dreamt of Sir George 
Miran. A ſign you converſe but little with our Sex, WW ® 
when you Can't reconcile Contradictions. | 8 
„ Taster Scentwell. | 
Scent, 8 Madam, as faſt as the Coach and H 
a can carry him. | in EP 
: | Enter Sir George. . fo 


8 Ge. Then I may appear. 
J. Dear, Sir George, make my Peace ! On my 
Soul, did not think of you. 
Sir Geo, I dare ſwear thou didſt not. Madam, I beg 
to forgive him | 
Miran. Well, Sir Kn fred. . 
. Ods heart, Madam, Pm as fecret as a Priel 
when m truſted. 
| Six Guo. Why d. wich e Prieſt our Bufnes i at pre 


9 


8 Sennen. 


S58s d 2 # 


for your Aſſiſtance. 


w nothing 5 14 
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Slater. e here's Mrs. INE n to wait 


ou. 


2 8 


How doe Mrs. Patch ? What News from you Lady ? 


Patch. That's far private Ear, Madam. Sir 
George, there's a Friend of yours has an urgent Occaſion 
Sir Geo. His Name. Sp Oh 
Patch. Charles. | 
Mary). Ha | then chere is fomething 3-foot that I know 
nothing of. Il wait on you, Sir George. 
Sir Geo. A third Perſon may nos be 


as ſoon as I have difpatch'd my own An T In I am at kis 


Service. I'll ſend my — to tell him Pl wait po _ 
him in half an Hour. | 
Miran. How come you employ d in chis Medlage, 
"'Þ 5. W. 222 Madam; 1 diſcharg'dby 
atch. Want ; I am d by 
my Maſter, but hope to ſerve my Lady ſtill. 
Miran. How ! « d youmut tell me the whole 
Story within. 
Patch. With as my heart, Madam. | 
| MW. Piſh ! Pox, I wiſh I were fairly out of the 
Houſe. I find Marriage is the End of this Secret: And 
now I am half mad tb know what Charles wants him 
for. | 
Sir Geo. Madam I'm doubly pref 'd, by Love 
Friendſhip : This 2 corpus no Delay. Shall 
we make Marplot of 
3 If you'll run the hazard, Sir Georg Tee- 
means 5 
Marpl. Nay, 175 for my part, I defire to be let in- 
be gone, therefore Wr miſtruſt 


Ai Geo. „ les: 
But not knowing what Affairs he may have | his 
. E * 
N OP t, 
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Marplor, you 1 muſt not leave us, we want a. third Per- 
ſon. [Takes Bold of him, 

Marpl. I never had more mind to be gone in my Life. 


Miran. Come along then; if we fail in the Voyage, 
mant your ſelf for t 8 this -r d Gentleman on 


Sli "IR That 7 fel: ne'er can unſucceſs ful prove, 
miaſe Freight is Beauty, and evhoſe Pilot hom 


The End of the Fourth A CT. 


N 0072 ZE EY 


— 


Bla Ac v. 


Shia Knits, Patch, and Scentwell. 


Miran. 8 \ I E LL, Patch, I haye done a ſtrange bold no 
thing; my Fate is determin'd, and Ex- 
pedtation is no more. Now to avoid the Impertinence WW © 
and Roguery of an old Man, I have thrown myſelf into WW <0! 
To Extravagance of a young one; if he ſhould deſpiſe, N. 
flight or uſe me ill, there's no Remedy from a Husband Ml. 
but the Grave; and that's a terrible er to one of mn 
my Age and Conſtitution. 
Patch. O fear not, Madam, you'll find. your Abet En 
in Sir George Airy; it is impoſſible a Man of Senſe ſhou'd 
uſe a Woman ill, endued with Beauty, Wit, and Fortune. 
It muſt be the Lady's fault, if ſhe does not wear the . 
unfaſhionable Name of Wife eaſy, when nothing but Ie 
Complaiſance and Good- humour is requiſite on either N 
ade to make them happy. not 
Miran. I lor till I am out of this Houſe, leſt any the 
Accident ſhou'd bring my Guardian back. Scentævell — 8 
my beſt Jewels into the little Casket, ſlip them into thy 
Pocket, and let us march off to Sir Peale? l 
Scentæv. It ſhall be done, Madam. * Scentwell. we 


— — _ — 1 5 
— — 2 — — ho 
- a — once 2 — — 
2 Alb K A AMOS % —2—ü ↄ Oy — 0 = 
1 „ Tra tt es 4. — _ a n 7 E — * — 7 
— NES — A o = £ I : 
= — So —P— s _— —-V— _ : 
| — 8 — 5 
a a * ITY _ : — 9 in U — — — - 
p e 
0 4 { 


— — — — 


Patel. 


. ²˙ !] ] —— — ÄUE — tis 40 INE, 
* : "ROM 8 ; 


o — 2 — _ = 
402 8 o n _ _ 
. —— — — . 2 — => — a —— 
—— ——— — — — 


——— 


A 
* - „ 
I Ga 


De. 


SOR 


have t 


The Bus TIE Bo p v. CO 69 5 


Patch, Sir George will be impatient, Madam; if their 
Plot ' ſucceeds, we ſhall be well receiv'd ; if not, he will 
be able to protect us. Beſides, I Jong, to know how my 
young Lady fares; © 

Miran. Farewel, old Bator, ind thy deteſted Wall} 
will be no more ſweet Sir Francis, I ſhall be compell'd 
to the. odious Task of Diſſembling no longer to get my 
own, and coax him with the wheedling Names of my 
Precious, my Dear, dear Gardze. 0 Heavens + | 


Euter Sir F rancis behind... | 


Sir Fram Ab, my. Fee berge don't bl Fight 
{She farts.) But "thy poor -Gardee has been abus'd » Chea- 
ted, fool d, betray'd, but no body knows by” whom. 4 

Miran. Undone ! paſt Redemption. _ F/77 

Sir Fran. What, won't you ſpeak to me, 'Chargee ? 


Miran. I am fo ſurpriz d with Joy to ſee you, I know 


not what to ſay. 

Sir Fran. Poor dear Gif! But dee know that my Son, 
or ſome ſuch Rogue, to rob or murder me, or both, 
contriv d this Journey? For upon the Road I met my 
Neighbour Squeezum well, and coming to Town. 

Miran. Good lack good lack ! what Tricks are e there 
in this World! | 


E nter Scentwell, wad a - Dia Necklace i in ber Hed) 
not ſeeing Str F: rancis. 


n Madam, be pleas d to tie chis Nane on, for 
I can't get it into the [Seeing Sir Francis. 
Miran. The Wench is a Fool, I think! cou'd you 
not have carried it to be mended, without putting it in 
the Box? 
Sir Fran. What's the matter ? | 
Miran. Only Dear'e, I bid her, I bid 1 Vour 
il Uſage has put every thing out of my head. But 
won't 2 go, Gardee, and find out theſe Fellows, and 
em — and, and 
Sir 
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——— — — 
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Sir Fran. Where ſhou'd I look them, Child ? No, Th 


fit me down contented with my Safety, nor ſtir out of 


my own Doors, till I go with thee to a Parſon. 
Miran. [ Afide. ] If he goes into = Cloſet, I am ruin ed. 
2 * me, in this F right, 1 had forgot Mr, 
ac 
_ Patch. Ay, Madam, and I ſtay for your ſpeedy An- 
iwer. 
Miran. [A I muſt him out of the Hou, 
Now l — mk _ 


Sir Fran, Mrs. Patch, I | ffs I did not this you: 


How doſt _ 4 Mrs, atch? Well, don t you re- 
pent leavin 


Patch. 2 muſt love 1 but 1 
came now e md Jv re 
vention is at the laſt Ebb. Ade to Miranda, 


Sir Fran. Nay, never whiſper, tell me. 
Miran. She came, dear Gardee, to invite me to her 


Lady's Wedding, and you ſhall go with me, Garde, ti 


* be done this Moment, to a Spazi/þ Merchant: Ola 
Sir Fealous keeps on his Humour, the firſt Minute he 
ſees her, the next he marries her. 
Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha, I'd go if I thought the fight of 
Matrimony wou'd tempt Chargee to perform her Pro- 
miſe: There was a Smile, there was a conſenting Look 


Kae r- p . worth a Million. Ods. 


ier than the Great Marul, the Em- 
|<. or — 2 or * the Potentates Ke are not in 
= Speak, confirm it, make me leap out of my 


Mm When one. has reſolv'd, 'tis in - vain to Rand, 
ſhall I, fhall I; if ever I marry, poſitively this is my 


Sir Fran. Oh! happy, ha y Man- Verily 
will beget a Son, the firſt Ieh, ſhall diſinherit that 


Wedding-day. 


Dog Charles. I have Eſtate 228 urchaſe a Baro- 


ny, and be the immantalizing the e . of the 


Gripes. 


| Miran. 


ran. 
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Miran. Come then, Garde, give me thy Hand, let's 
My Choice is Axt, let Good or Ill betide. 

Sir Fran. The joyful Bridegroom I, | 

Miran. And I. happy Bride. | | [Exeunt. 


Enter Sir } a Servant. — 4 

Ser. Sir, here's a couple of Gentlemen enquire for 
you; one of them calls himſelf Seignior Dic o Babi netto. 

Sir Feal. Ha! Seignior Babinetto! Admit em inftant- 
ly——)oyful Minute; I'll have my Daughter marry'd 
to-night. Bd paſt | Py 
Enter Charles in a Spaniſh Habit, with Sir George dref 

5 lle a Merchant. | * 

Sir Jeal. Senior, beſo las Manes vueſtra merced es muy 
lien <wenido en efta tierra. © 

Cha. Senhor, ſoy muy humilde, y muy obligado Cryads 
le oueftra morced: Mi Padre embia a wueftra merced, hos 
mas profondos de ſus reſpetos ; y a Commiſſionads effe 
Mercadel Ingles, de concluyr un negocio, que me Hane el 
mas dichoſo hombre del mundo, Haxiendo me ſu yerno. 

Sir Teal. Lam glad on't, for I find I have loſt much 
of my Spaniſh. Sir, I am your moſt humble Servant. 
Seignior Don Diego Babinetto has informed me that you 
-+ Seignior Don Pedro, &c. his worthy 

Sir Geo. To ſee an Aﬀair of Marriage "conſummated 
between a Daughter of yours, and Seignior Diego Babr- 
netto his Son here. True, Sir, ſuch a Truſt is repos'd 
in me, as that Letter will inform you. I hope twill 


paſs upon him. [ Aſide. [Gives him a Letter. 
Sir Feal. Ay, 'tis his Hand. | [Seems to read. 
Sir Geo. Good ——you have counterfeited to a 
Nicety, Charles. le ro Charles 


Cha. If the whole Plot ſucceeds as well, I'm happy. 
Sir Feal. Sir J find by this, that you are a Man of Ho- 
nour and Probity ; I think, Sir, he calls you * 
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Sir 92 E is my Name, Sir. 
Sir Fe ve ame, and ve ſignificant. 
Char. Ves Faith, Sf he knew all. 30 LAlid.. 
Sir Feal. For to mean well is to be honeſt, and to be 

honeſt is the Virtue of a Friend, and a F riend is the De- 
light and Support of Human Society. 

Sir Geo. You ſhall find that I'll diſcharge the part af 2 

Friend in what I have undertaken, Sir Jealous. 


* 


. "Cha. But little does he think to whom. Le. 
r 


Sir Ges. Therefore, Sir, I muſt intreat the P 
of your fair Daughter, and the Aſſiſtance of your Chap- 
lain; for Seignior Don Pedro ſtrictly enjoin'd me to (ce 
the Marriage-Rites perform'd as ſoon as we ſhould ar. 
rive, to avoid the accidental Qvertures of JV. enus. 
Sir Feal. Overtures of Venus! © | 
Sir Geo. Ay, Sir, that is, thoſe little Hawking Panels 


that traverſe the Park, and the Play-Houſe, to put off 


their damag'd Ware they faſten upon Foreigners 

like Leeches; and watch their Arrival as carefully, as the 
Kentiſh Men do a Ship-wreck. I warrant you they have 
heard of him alread 


Sir Feal. Nay, gn; RY this Town ſwarms with 


them. 
Sir Geo. Ay, and then you know the Spaniards are 


naturally Amorous, but very Conſtant, the firſt Face 
fixes em; and it 1 be . een to let him ramble 
er he is tied. | 
Cha. Well hinted. Add. 
Sir Feal. Pat to my D Well Sir, there is 
but one thing more, and they ſhall be married inſtantly, 
' © Cha. Pray Heaven chat one thing more En 2 
Aſidt 
Sir Feal. Don Pedro writ me word in his laſt but — 
thaat he deſfign'd the Sum of Five Thouſand Crowns by 
way of Jointure for my Daughter; and that it ſhou'd 
be paid into my Hand upon _ Day of Marriage. 
Cha. Oh! the Devil. 22 


Sir Feal. In order to lodge it in ſome of our Funds, in 


caſe ſhe ſhould . a Widow, and return for E 1 


. 


e 6 


Ye Bus x Box. _— 
Sir Geo. Pox on't, this is an unlucky Turn. What 


Wall I ſay? Aide. 
le. Sir Feal. And he does not 1 mention one Word of 1 it in 
be | this Letter. 5 7 
* Cha. I don't nde 1 he ſhould. | 
| Bir Geo. Humph ! True, Sir Fea/ous, he told me fcb a 
2 _l Thing, but, but, but, but. he, he, he, he- he 
did not imagine that you wou d inſiſt upon the very Day ; ; 
. for, for, for, for Money you know is dangerous returning 
nee by Sea, an, an, an, an 
ap- - ES Zounds, ſay we have "RE nt it in — 
lee 745 de to Sir George. 
ar- © Sir Gee. And ſo, Sir, he has ſent ic in Merchandize, 
abends Sugars, Spices, Lemons, and ſo forth, which ſhall d 
A be turn'd into Money with all expedition: In the mean 
ales | time, Sir, if you pleaſe to en of my Bond for fer. 
off formance 
nen Sir Feal. It is enough, Sir ; 1 am ſo leas d with the _—_ 


the Countenance of Seignior Diego, and the Harmony of, =_ 
ave you Name, that Fake your Word, and will fetch my | 
6 aughter this Moment. Within there [Enter Servant] 
vith Jokes Mr. Tackum, my N * Waris to 1 


WM hither, 

are Serv. Yes, Sir. 15 b | [Exe 
Jace Sir Feal. * Pl return in an Xabiant, [Exit 
nble (ha. Wondrous well, let me embrace thee. | 

Sir Geo. Egad that 5000 J. had like to have ruin the 
2 Not. 
re is Cha. But that's over ! And if Fortune throws 1 no more 
ily. | Rubs in our way 
ſpoil Sir Geo. Thow lt carry the Prize But hic, hee 
2 he comes. 
one, Enter Sir Jealous, dragging in Iſabinda. x: 
s by Ae Feal. Come along, you ſtubborn; Baggage 3 vou. 
ou'd come along. 


h Jab. Oh, hear me, Sir! hear me bee ee Wood 
ace. Do not deſtroy my everlaſting Peace: 
s, in My Soul abhors this Spaniard you have choſe, 
* Nor can I wed him 9 being curſt. | 
i = Sir 


— 
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; cal. How's that 

| Tl Let this Poſture moye your tender Nature. | 
DEN 

For ever will 1 hang upon theſe Knees : 

Nor looſe my Hands till you cut off my Hold, 

If you refuſe to hear me, Sir. 

Oba. Oh ! that I cou d diſcover myſelf to her [Afae. 

Sir Geo. Have a care what you do. You had better 
truſt to his Obſtinacy. _[Afade. 

Sir Feal. Did you ever ſee ſuch a perverſe Slut ? Off, 
I fay; Mr. Meanwell, pray help me a little. 

Sir Geo. Riſe, Madam, and do not diſoblige your Fa- 
cher, who has provided a Husband worthy of you, one 
that will love you equal with his Soul, and one that You 
| will love, when once you know him. 

3. Oh! never, never. Coud I ſuſpect "that 
F alſhood in my Heart, I would this Moment tear it from 


E - my Breaſt, and ſtreight preſent him with the treacherous 


Part. | 
'- Cha. Oh! my charmin 25 faithful Dear. [46 de. 
Sir Feal. Falſhood ! Why, who the Devil are you in 
Bi with? Ha! Don't provoke me, for by St. Togo I 


ſhall beat you, Huſwife. | 
Cha. Heaven forbid ; for I ſhall infallibly diſcover 0 


elf if he ſhould. l Aut. 
Sir Geo. Have patience, Madam! and look at him: 

Why will ye prepoſſeſs yourſelf againſt a Man that is 

Maſter of all the Charms You would defire in a Huſ- 


band? 
Sir Feal Ay, look at him „ Jabinda: gie paſe wind 


adelante. 

Cha. My H eart bleeds. to ſee her grieve, whom. I 
imagin'd would with Joy receive me. e 3 
ne vyueftra merced de fu mano. 

Sir Feal. | Pulling up her Head.) Hold up your Head, 
hold up your Head, Huſwife, and look at him: Is 
there a properer, handſomer, better-ſhap'd Fellow in 
Tales, ye Foun ak _ or, es the me 4 | 

us SN. Sage 


— 
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gage ſhuts her Eyes; by St. Jago, I have a good mind 
- tem out. g r * 40 2 1755 Puſhes ber down. 

Jab. Do then, Sir, kill me, kill me inſtantly. 
"Tis much the kinder Action of the Two; _ 

For *twill be worſe than Death to wed him. 

Sir Geo. Sir Fealous, you are too paſſionate. Give me 

leave, I'll try by gentle Words to work her to your Pur- 
Fr 


E. 5 

* Feal. I pray do, Mr. Meanwell, I pray do; ſhe'll 
break my Heart. ¶ Veeps.] There is in that, Jewels of 
the Value of 3000 J. which were her Mother's, and a Pa- 

per wherein I have ſettled one half of my Eſtate upon 
2 now, and the whole when I die; but provided ſhe 
marries this Gentleman; elſe by St. {ago Pl turn her 
out of doors to beg or ſtarve. Tell her this, Mr. Mean- 
abell, pray do. e 041693) 1.957 1 RT 
Sir Geo, Ha ! this is beyond Expectation I ruſt to me, 
Sir, ll lay the dangerous Conſequence of diſobey ing you 
at this Juncture before her, I warrant youu. 
- Cha. A ſudden Joy runs thro' my Heart like a propi- 
tious omen. © Ee e Aſide. 
Sir Geo. Come, Madam, do not blindly caſt your Life 

away juſt in the Moment you would wiſh to fave it. 
Lab. Pray, ceaſe your Trouble, Sir; I have no Wiſh 
but ſudden Death to free me from this hated Spaniard: 
If. you are his Friend, inform him what I ſay; my 
Heart is given to another Youth, whom I love with the 
ſame ſtrength of Paſſion that I hate this Diego; with 
7 whom, if I am forc'd to wed, my own Hand ſhall cut 
the Gordian Knot. , 7 F | 7 
Sir Geo. Suppoſe this „ ear which you ſtrive to 
ſhun, ſhou'd be the very Man to whom you'd fly ? * 

Sir Geo. Would you not blame your-raſh Reſolve, and 
curſe thoſe Eyes that would not look on Charles 
Lab. On Charles] Oh, you have inſpired new Life, and 
collected every wandring Senſe. Where is he? Oh! 
let me fly into his Arms. | -  .* Fa. 
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Sir Geo. Hold, hold, hold. Sdeath, Madam, you 


ruin all; your F ather believes him to be Seignior Babi- 
netto: Compoſe yourſelf, a little, pray Madam. 
[He runs to Sir Jealous. 


Gba. Her Eyes. declare ſhe knows me. Aide. 


Sir Geo. She begins to hear Reaſon, Sir; the fear of 
being turn d out of doors has done it. 

[ Runs back to Tfabinda 

Fab. "Tis he, Oh! my raviſh'd Soul! 

Sir Geo. Take heed, Madam, you don't betray your- 
ſelf. Seem with Reluctance to conſent, or you are un- 
done; [Runs to Sir Jealous] ſpeak gently to her, Sir, I'm 
ture ſhe'll yield, I fee it in her Face. 

Sir Feal. Well, Jſabinda, can you refuſe to bleſs a Fa- 
ther, whoſe only care is to make you happy, as Mr. Mean- 
well has inform'd you? Come, w y Eyes ;. nay pri- 
thee do, or thou wi Faber 
bring ſt the Tears in wine, to think of thy undutiful 
Carriage to me. [Weeps. 

Jab. Oh! do not „Sir, your Tears are like a 
Ponyard to my Soul 5 do with me what you plcae, I am 
all Obedience. 

Sir Feal. Ha! then thou art my Child 7 

Sir Geo. Tis done, and now, Friend, the Day's thy 
own 

Cha. The happieſt of my Life, if nothing intervene... 

Sir Feal. And wilt thou love him? 

. I will endeavour it, Sir. 


Enter Servant. 


Sery. Sir, here is Mr. Tackum. 
Sir Feal. Shew him into the Parlour, 


wind. ſueipora; cette le ler U les Manos. 
[Gives her to Charles. 


© Cha. Oh Tranſport ! Senior yo la recibo Como ſe 
dewe un Teſaro tan Grande. Oh! wy Joy, my Life, my 
80 ob.” | Embrace. 

Ib. 


break thy Fat! er's Heart: See, thou 


Senior tome 


The — BU ant 1 3 


Tab. My faithful everlaſting Comfort. 

Sir Feal. Now, Mr. Meanwell, let's to the rage 
Who, by his Art, will join this Pair far. Lie, 
adi me the N 1 her the 1 Le, e. 

Exit. 


5 C E N E Chan s 10 W Street A Sir 
Jealous's Door, 105 4 


Enter Marplot, Solus. 


 Margl. I have hunted all over the Town for Charles, 
but can't find him; and by M biſper's ſcouting at the End 
of the Street, I ſufpect he muſt be in the Houſe again. 
T am inform'd too, that he has borrowed a Spaniſh | abit | 
out of the Play-houſe : What can it mean? 


. Enter a Servant f Sir Jealows's to lin, out of te 
H ale, Sir, do you belong to this Houſe ?. 
Serv. Yes, Sir. | 
 Marpl. Pray can you tell if there be a Gentleman i in It 
in Spaniſh Habit? 
Serv. There is a Spaniſh Gen within, that 1 is jut 
a a going to 2 my young Lady, Sir. | 
J. Are you ſure he is a Spani Gentleman' 2 
Serv. I'm: ſure he ſpeaks no Engl, that I * of. 
. Marpl. Then that can't be him I want; for tis an 
Engli Gentleman, tho' I ſuppoſe he may be dreſs'd like 
a Spaniard, that I enquire oppor N 
Serv. Ha ! Who knows tas this may be an Impoſtor? , 
Ill inform my Maſter ; for if he ſhou'd be i impos _ 
he'll beat us all round. [ Afde.] Pray, come in, rags 
ſee if this be the Perſon you enquire for. EA 


SCE N E Changes to the Inſi de of the kuf. 
Enter Marplot. 


| Arp So, this was a good Contrivance : If this be 
en now will he wonder how I found him . 
D 3 Enter 
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gr Enter Servant and Sir lid 
Sir Feal. What is your earneſt Buſineſs, Blockhead, 


that you muſt ſpeak with me before the 9 s paſt ? 


Ha! who's this? 
Serv. Why this Gentleman, Sir, wants another Gentle- 
man in Spaniſb Habit, he ſays. 
oy In Spaniſh Habit! tis ſome Friend of Seignior 
Don zego's, 1 warrant. Sir, I ſuppoſe you wou' d ſpeak 
with Seignior Babinetio 
Marpl. Hey-day ! what the Devil does he ſay NOW [— 
Jr, I don't underſtand you. 
Sir Feal. Don't you underfand Spaniſh, Sir 5 
Marpl. Not J, indeed, 
Sir Zeal. I thought you "bad known Sager * 
vert n 
orgs Not I, upon my Word, Wee 
Sir Feal. What then, Sou ſpeak. with his Friend, the 
. Engli / Merchant Mr. Meanwell ? | 
Marpl. Neither, Sir; not 1. 
Sir Feal Why, who are you then, Sir > And what do 
you want ? [rn an angry Tone. 
Marpl. Nay, nothing at all, not I, Sir. Pox on him! 


I wiſh IL were _ 1 N to exal his wee 1 * 


be e ons 


Rabi. Why, a ay, but his Nar ame is neither ara 


nor Meamuell. 
Sir Fead; What is his Name, then, Sirrah d ha? Now I 


look at you again, I believe you are the Rogue that threat-, 


ned me with half a dozen Mirmidons Speak, Sir, 


who 1 is it you look for ? or, or 

Marpl. 'A ter rible old Dog Why. Sir, only an. 
honeſt young Fellow of my Acquaintance—— I thought 
that here might be a Ball, and that he might have been 
Here ina. Matquerade ; tis Charles, Sir Francis Gripe's 
m becauſe. L know he us? d to come hither nn. 


Sir 
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De Bust Bovypre 39 
Sir Feal, Did he ſo ?— Not chat I Kno of, Tan fate. 
Pray Heaven that this be Don  Diego- If I ſhou'd 


be trick d now Ha!] my Heart miſgives me Plaguily— : 


Within there! ſtop the Marriage Run, # you. to call 
all my Servants! {ll be acid that this Seignior 1 Pe. 
ds ci: eer:he has my Daughter. 

Marpl. Ha, Sir George] what have I done now #1 


Enter Sir George with a drawn Scuba Berxuren Ai 
Sir Geo. Ha! Marplbe here Oh the unlu 
What's the matter, Sir FTaaluus? Y Dog 


sir Feal. Nay, I don t know the matter, Mr. . 
Mar pl. Upon my Soul, Sir George 


[Going upto Sir Cons. | 


Sir Feal. Nay, then, I'm 43 ruin'd, undone: 
Thieves, Traytors, Rogues! ! [Ofrs M8 go wn Stop. the 


Marriage, I fa 
Sir Geo. I ſay. go on, Mr. 1 Nay,. 8 By 
tring here, J guard this Paſſage, old Gentleman; the Act 


and Deed were both. your own, and PL He en FT, 
or die for't. | 
Enter d fs it 7 


Sir Feal. A Fox on the Act and Der Falf 
on, knock him down. 

Sir Geo, Ay, come on, Scoundrels! Tl Trick your 
Jackets for you. 


Sir Feal. Zounds; Sirrah, ru de rer gd on you 
Beats Maple 
Sir Geo. Ay, dere peer Vergeaiiert due; Ha, ha. 
Marpl. Why, what do you beat me for 7? ? 1 han't mar- 
ry'd your Daughter. 
Sir Feal. Raſcals! why dot Jen knock ink down ? 


Serv. We are afraid of his Sword, Sir; if you'll tak 


that from him, we'll knock him down preſentiy. 
Euter Charles and binde. 


Sir Feral. Seize her: then. | 
Cha. Raſcals, retire ; ſhe's my Wife, touch her if your 
dare, I'll make &e Dog-meat of Jon. _ 
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80 The:Bvsit Bop v. 
Sir Fral. Ah! downright Engl: — Oh; oh, oh, oh! 


Fat Sir Fr rancis h Miranda, 5 Scentwell and 


Whiſper. | 

Sir Bus. Som! che Houſe of Joy we enter without 
knocking : Ha! T ran tis 5 the Houſe of Sorrow, Sir 

ealbusn. 

Sir Zeal. Oh Sir Francis ! ' are you _ What was 
this your Contrivance, to abuſe, trick, and chouſe me 
of my Child! 

Sir gan My Contrivance ! What & you mean? 

Sir Jeal. No, you don' t _— your Son there in oe: 
ni —__——— 

Sir Fran. How! my Son in Spani 72 Habit. Sirrak, 

ow'll come to be hang d; get out of 1 fight; on Dog! 
| 45 out of my ſight. 

Sir Feal, Get out of your fi ht, sir! Get out witk 
your Bags; let's ſee what you'll give him now to main- 
tain my Dau hter on. 

« Sir Fran. Give him! he ſhall be never the better 
for a Penn of mine and you might have look'd 
after your aughter _ - Fealbus. Trick'd, quotha! 
Egad, I think you $4 to trick me : But leck e 
Gentlemen, I —5 4 I Hall trick you both. This 

dy is my Wife, do you ſee? And my Eſtate ſhall de. 
ſcend only to the Heirs of her Body. 

Sir Geo. Lawfully begotten by me I ſhall be ex- 


tremely x obliged to you, 50 Francis. 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, ha, poor Sir George!“ You ſee 
your Project was of no ule. Does not your hundred 


ound ſtick in your Stomach ? Ha, ha, ha. 
- Sir Geo. No faith, Sir Francis, this Lady has given me 
a Cordial for that. Tales her by the Hand. 
| Lats, Fran. Hold, Sir, you have nothing to ax to this 
| Sir Geo. Ng u nothing to do with my Wite, Sir, 
Sir Fran. Wife, Sir! 
Miran. Ay really, — tis even to. I * you'll 
1 forgive my firſt Offence. 
Sir 


Te Bus TE BO Dv. Tx 


x Sir "Iv What have you chous'd me out of 1 Con- 
ſent, and your Writings then, Miſtreſs, ha ? | 
4 Miran. Out of nothing but my own, Guardian. 

Sir Feal. Ha, ha, ha, tis ſome Comfort at Toa to 
it ſee you are over-reach'd as well as myſelf. * you Aet- 
ir tle your Eſtate upon your Son now) 2 = 

Sir Fran. He ſhall ſtarve firſt. | 
38 Miran. That I have taken care to projet. -"There, 
6 Sir, is the Writings of your: Uncle's' Eſtate, which has 

been your due theſe three Years: [Gives Charles Papers. 
Cha. I ſhall ſtudy to deſerve this F avour. . 
Sir Fran. What have you robb'dame'too, Miſtreſs ! 4 
Egad P11 make you reſtore em Huſwife, I will ſo. 
h, Sir Teal. Take care I don't make you pay the Ar- 
＋ rears, Sir. Tis well it's no worſe, ſince *tis no better. 
Come, young Man, ſeeing thou haſt Neve ges take 
th her, 2 bleis you both. 1 be = eng = 
2 2 hope, Sir, you low our too, 
_ u Fil ask. WA Lene. 
or Sir Fran, Contohnd ai! 17 -ys Exit. 
4 Marpl. Mercy upon us, how he wal 1 - 
ia! Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ne'er mind his Curles, Charles; ; 
ye, thow'lt thrive not one Jot the worſe for em. Since 
a- this Gentleman is reconcil'd, we are all made happy. 
de- Sir Feal. I always lov'd Precaution, and took care to 
avoid Dangers: T_ when a thing was paſt, Jever had 
x. hiloſophy to be e 

Cha. Which is I true ſign of a great Soul; I lov'd 
ſee your Daughter, and ſhe me, and you hall have no. reaſon 
red to repent her Choice. 
| { ah v9 will not blame me, Sir, for loving my own 


Country 
ay 8 happy, I find, but 
Piers I — body þ Wen! I hall. e PIrr 
being cuff d, kick d, and beaten in your Service. 
Sir Feal. 1 have been a little too familiar with you, 
a things are fallen out; but ſince there's no a for't, 
you muſt forgive me. | 


82 be naa A 


8 Mar V. Egad, I: think ſo But provides chatn 
be not ſo familiar for the future. 

Sir Geo. Thou haſt been an unlucky Rogue. 

Marpl. But very honeſt. 

Cha. That I'II vouch for; and freel forgive thee, 

Sir Geo. And T'll do you one piece of Service more, 
| Marple, I'll take care thiat Sir Francis make you Maſter 
of your Eftate. 34-37 

Marpl. That will make) me 2s — as any of you, 

Patch. Your humble Servant hogs leave to remind you 

Madam. 10 
'! | 1ſab./Sir, 55 hope youll give me leave to take Pati 
155 favour again. 

Sir Feal. Nay, let your Husband look to that, J have 
cone with my Care. 

Cba. Her own Liberty ſhall alwayzacblige me. Here) 
no body but honeſt 7/>iſper and Mrs, Scentevell to be 
Provided for now. It ſhall be left to their Choice to 

: Wang: or keep their Services. 

Mid. Nay then, I'll flick to my Maſter. 

_ Scent, Coxcomb ! and I prefer my. Lady before 4 
F ootman. ' 

+> Teal. Hark, I. hear Muſick, the Fiddlers ſmell 
Wedding. What ay you, young Ts will wor ham 


— 2 — XG — 4 


| * Dance? 5 
| Sir Geo. win en Heart; call em in. a 
| f % arp bb DANCE. N 


No I Feal. Now 5 us in and * AFR our 1 with | 
che ful Glaſs; in which we'll bury all Animoſities: And 


By my E æample let all Parents move, 
And never. ſtrive to croſs their Childrens Lowe; 
1 ut 2 8 mit that Ca are to Provi gence. above. 


4 
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Tho' you may hade enough of one befare. 
With Epilogues, the Buſie Body's Way, 
Me ſtriwe to help, but ſometimes mar a Play. 
bis mad Seſſions, balf condemn'd &er try'd, 
Some, in three Days hawe been turn d off, and dy d. 
In ſpigbt of Parties, . their Attempts are wain, 
For, like falſe Prophets, they neer riſe again. 
Too late, when caſt, your Farvour one beſeeches, 
And Epilogues prove E xecution-Speeches. 
Vet ſure I ſþy no. Buſie Bodies here, 
And one may paſs, fince they de ev'ry where. 
Sour Criticks Jin, and Breath" and Cenſures waſte, 
And baulk-your Pleaſures to refine your Taſte. 
One buſie Den ill-tim'd high\Tenets preaches, + 
Amther yearly ſhows himſelf in Speeches.  ' 
Some ſai v ling Cits would have & Peace for ifpioh 
To flarve thoſe. Warriors: æubo ſo bravely h; 
Still of a Foe upon bit knees affnidl .,. 


. 


Whoſe well-bang'd Troops "want Money, Heart and Bread. 
Did Beaux, who none, not evi 3 can pleaſe, 

fre bufie ſtill, for tothing———but To teize. 

The Young, ſo buſie to engage à Heart, 

he miſchief done, are buſie moſt to part. 

grateful Wretches, who ſtill croſs one's Will, 


When they more kindly might be buſie ſtill ? 


1th 1 
And 
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EPILOGUE 


One to a Husband, who ne er dreamt of Horns, 
- Shoxws” how dear Spraſe with Friend his Brows adorns, 
TD officious Tell-tale Fool ( he ſbou d repent it 
Parts three kind Souls that liv'd at Peace contented, 
Some æuith Law-Duirks ſet Houſes by the cars, 

With Phyfick one what he would heal impairs ; 

Like that dark mob'd-up Fry, that Neighb' ring Curſe, 

Ihe to remus Lowe's: Pains beſtous @ worſe. * © 
Since then this meddling Tribe infeſt the Age, 

Bear one a while expos'd upon the Stage : 

Let none but Buſie Bodies went their Spight, 

And with Good-humour, Pleaſure crown. the Night. 
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